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Assumptions 


Author's Notes: 

Good God, it\'s the bloody first fic! It didn\'t occur to me that secretly creeping around a site while not even 
offering any reviews at all for months while also writing fics was quite strange, so | decided to try my hand at 
actually putting my ideas out there. So go easy, and I\'d like to ask for you not to go all haha nOObz\' on me. 
(PS. INIl stop rambling soon, but if people take a liking to this, | shall indeed continue. Just don\'t expect 
punctuation ;D) 

Without further ado. Hope you guys ikel! 


The back of that truck. | can't even begin to describe how fucking disgusting it was. If you've never been 
helplessly thrust into a situation in which a dingy, mold-infested mattress was your only means of a bleak few 
hours of sleep, I'm afraid this will be fairly difficult to wrap your head around. 


"No," Lars' strong accent had spat sharply towards me. "I'm always in the back of that fucking thing. You take 
a fucking turn" 


Something completely unbeknownst to me simply didn't allow any protest on my part just then. The kid did have 


a point; shivering in the claustrophobically small back of a truck with a drunken bandmate as your only 
companion must become rather maddening after a long while. Besides, my head was positively swimming with 
the all too familiar effects of alcohol to a considerable degree. | couldn't have been thinking even mildly 


straight. 


So it was with a half-hearted, barely muttered ‘okay' and a bleary-eyed, tight-lipped expression that | crawled 
into my future sleeping space. As | rolled in, the stark tang of rust and God only knows what else stung my 
nose, shooting up my nostrils and providing an extremely rude awakening to my mind. Aside from this | could 
already make out James’ lithe form sprawled out awkwardly across our revoltingly unfitting mattress. The 


exquisite luxuries of being a rock star. 


"Dave?" James’ voice slithered out as a tired rasp from the thick darkness enveloping us, and | heard him sit 


up just slightly. 


"Yeah, its me." With that bitterly said, | proceeded in climbing over the various unseen objects around me, 
attempting to lay a hand on the mattress. That didn't seem to be happening. | wasn't sure whether | was dead 
drunk or not; | felt sober enough, so it was probably just because | was a fucking idiot that | couldn't find the 
damn thing. How hard could it be? The cruelly beaten up, poorly stuffed lump of cloth and snapped springs 
practically filled this entire space, and yet | bumped around and schafed my elbows on my sharp surroundings 


like a fucking lunatic. 
A jolt of surprise was sent careening up my bent spine as | felt a strong grip close on my forearm. 


"l'm right here," James stated simply, softly. My eyebrows raised as | realized this was one of the first 


sentences leaving James’ mouth that didn't involve at least one foul word. The blond's voice.. It was different. 


With the suddenness of an animal, James had tugged on the scrawny arm held in his grip and thus pulled me 
onto the mattress with him. One of his long legs rested blatantly between my own as | collapsed on top of his 
form, faces so close that my hair lightly brushed his cheeks. I'm not all too sure why this didn't bother him in 
the slightest but | quickly scrambled off of the singer, startled, and curled up at the very opposite side of the 


mattress. 


Following a few short yet unfathomably awkward moments of deafening silence, we heard the low rumble of 


the truck's engine come to life. The sensation of movement along the road came soon after. 
So here | was; skinny limbs tightened into a ball against my body, resting on the most atrocious mattress I'd 
ever laid eyes on in the lifeless, freezing back of a truck as our battered vehicle sailed across empty, unknown 


roads. 


| moaned softly, my head throbbing to the point of agony. A harsh shiver wracked my thin frame once more 
and | cursed under my breath, inhaling sharply. 


"Dave?" James’ new, strange voice came from behind my back. | felt a dip in the mattress as he shifted. "Are 


you okay?" 


"Yeah, why?" | shot back, not initially intending to direct my anger towards him but also unable to stop the 


flood of impatience slowly drowning me. 


"You're shaking like fuck. Even the mattress is shaking." He sounded almost timid as he informed me of my 


trembling, and | soon realized that a paper-thin t-shirt wasn't doing much at all for me. 


My teeth chattered as | replied, "Yeah, | know" My body quivered again and | cursed Lars in my head, swearing 
to shove him in the back of this truck for every road trip as long as | lived. 


After a while of creaking and shifting next to me, | felt James' arm snake around my hips in a miserably failed 
attempt at being subtle. | jumped at first, as his arm tightened slightly | merely sank into it. | really didn't give 
a flying shit right now. 


As his chest met my back, though, | began to feel the swift hand of discomfort curl its crooked fingers 
around my throat. | squirmed but he only grew closer. The heat he pressed into my back pressured me into 
staying still, letting him do whatever it was he was doing. Hell, it beat both of us freezing to death in the back 
of a truck. 


"James," | asked in a scratchy tone, absent-mindedly, "are you drunk?" 


| felt his soft blond tresses graze the back of my neck as he shook his head against me. "Maybe just a litle," | 
think | heard him mumble into the back of my head, but | waved it off. 


Despite our depressingly dreary conditions, the low, monotonous hum of the engine and the feeling of James 
breathing against me began to lull me into a sort of faraway state; not quite asleep, yet desperately pulling at 
it. There must have been a persistent jackhammer drilling against my skull because the throbbing in my 


temples only grew increasingly painful. This undoubtedly kept me at least semi awake. 


"Dave?" came James' muttering of my name once more. | suppressed a groan threatening to slip from my 


throat. 

"I'm trying to sleep here," | murmured in response, curling up into myself more tightly. | felt his arm slide not 
so casually over my waist, holding me closer; | felt the front points of his ribs digging into my back, but my 
exhaustion told me not to care. 


"Dave," he asked again | felt his thin leg slip between my own and my eyelids flew open. | exhaled noisily. 


"Shut up, James, l'm fucking tired,” | said to him impatiently, turning my head to press into the mattress. (As 
my nose touched it and | caught an unpleasant whiff from its contents, | decided against this.) 


"Dave." 


Okay. Now | was poised to blow a fucking gasket. | wriggled against him, attempting to sit up. 
"What in the fuck could you possibly want, J-" 


With a breathless ‘oof' escaping me, the blond had me pressed down on my stomach, not granting my wish of 
sitting up. | felt his bony fingers curled tightly around my wrists, keeping them imprisoned to the mattress as 
his body barely grazed my own. The sheer speed of the tackle had my head spinning, mimicking some hellish 


merry go round. 


"Look, man, this isn't fucking funny." My threat emerged as more of a whimper as | tried budging an inch, but 
to no avail. | felt his breath against the back of my hair and knew he must have gotten closer. If | wasn't so 
utterly delirious, my panic sensors would have began flashing madly; right now, | just thought my best friend 
was being a fucking basket case. The way he hadn't spoken for a while and refused to answer me was starting 
to act as the first sign of ‘maybe-something's-wrong’. 


His body lowered on top of my own, and soon | felt things pressing against things they certainly shouldn't be 
close to. | went rigid. One of his hands slid up my thigh and my teeth sank violently into my bottom lip. 


"James-" 


"| see the way he looks at you," James literally growled against my ear, digging his fingers into the side of my 
immobilized hip. "Cliff, | mean." 


| couldn't help but emit a disbelieving laugh at this. Cliff? Having the hots for me? 


"What the fuck are you going on about?" | chuckled, wrenching my wrists in a failed attempt to free them. 
Was he planning on beating me up? Was this what this whole thing was? 


"You fucking know," he continued, running his lips across my ear, inducing a tiny shiver. "He wants to fuck you, 


and we both know it" 


Failed Attempts 


Author's Notes: 
OH GAHD. CHAPTER TWO. Warnings for some attempted (note: ATTEMPTED, guise) non-con. If that doesn\'t 
really float your boat, | suggest moving on. And this one\'s uber short. Think of it more as a Chapter |: Part 2 


or something. 


So yeah. | TRY, GUISE, | REALLY DO, AND INM SORRY FOR THE GOD AWFULNESS ;3; 


My breath left me in a sharp gasp; | wasn't sure whether it was from the preposterous comment, or the way 


he squeezed my hip and kissed my neck simultaneously. Either way, | was excruciatingly uncomfortable. 


Cliff doesn't wanna fuck me. He's into chicks," | stated, my tone beginning to lose its edge as another kiss was 


placed upon my neck. Was he serious? 
Seemingly letting my past comment slip by unnoticed, he whispered, "I'm getting to you first” 


For a moment my mind zapped shut, even my blistering headache. He pressed against my ass, rocking against 


me, his breathing hot and heavy against my neck. 


"Y- You're fucking joking," | stuttered, wrenching my arms and my whole body, for that matter, as hard as | 
could. This only caused him to pin me more harshly against the mattress, hips grinding against me. Panick 
transformed into anger, my typically reoccuring violent behaviour sparking as | thrashed around beneath him, 
once more to no success. If he was asking for a fight, by God, I'd fucking give it to him. But damn, was he 
decievingly strong; following several venomous insults, anger subsided to a creeping fear. | soon realized he did 
want to hurt me. And he damn well could. 


"J. James." The tremor in my voice made it increasingly unrecognizable. Dave Mustaine, the real, tough-ass 
motherfucker- that was my prominent image, and | had to keep it up. Bawling while kept captive in the back of 
a truck by my singer didn't seem to fit so well with this. "What are. What the fuck.?" 


He said nothing in response; | felt his hand slide down my side, my hip, then under. | swatted violently back at 
his face with my free hand, jerking sideways, desperately, unsuccessfully trying to flip him over. | felt my hand 
come into rather harsh contact with his face, and he swore under his breath; what came next sent me reeling. 
He brought one large hand down on the back of my head, smacking it against the mattress. | winced sharply. 
My vision quickly blurred and darkened, my forehead throbbing in sync with my headache and my wild 


heartbeat to create a positively nauseating sensation in my temples. 


With his hand beneath me, fiddling with the button on my jeans, he brought his face down against the back of 


my head. His lips were pressed to my ear, and he hissed, "I'm gonna make you my bitch, Dave." 


So this was what he wanted from me. 


| thrashed, kicked, even screamed once before recieving another blow to the back of the head; my world went 
hazy, my head dropping down to the disgusting cloth. | felt him undo my jeans and a strangled ‘please, no’ 
squeezed through my tightening throat. 


Being the persistent fucker that | was, | let another screech rip out from my mouth. | knew we were in the 


back of a truck, out of earshot from any near human being. | knew it was pointless. | was merely wasting 


breath. 


The sick reality that one of my bandmates, my best friend, a guy, was about to FUCK me, suddenly collided 
with my common sense harder than | could even imagine to handle. | lay there feeling like I'd been punched in 


the stomach, kicked in the balls, and there was absolutely nothing | could do about it. 


With a sharp knee prodding into my back, keeping me still, | heard him quickly fumbling with his own clothes. He 
was speedy and spoke not a word; it almost made it more horrifying. It screamed out, ‘I want this, and you'll 


fucking take it. 


"We. Fuck, we don't have to. To do this." | begged, pleaded, the unfamiliar sting of tears in my eyes suddenly 
surfacing. This was pathetic. | was pathetic. 


His fingers curled tightly around my wrists, pinning them down, above my head, to the mattress. 

The lump wedged snugly between my vocal chords grew. 

"PLEASE, James!" 

"What in the hell are you guys doing back there?" a familiar voice interrupted, sounding hilariously confused. 
As James scrambled off of me, | realized I'd been holding my breath. | released it noisily, heavily, letting my 
forehead drop down onto the mattress. | didn't bother glancing over my shoulder as | heard the blond crawl 
out of the truck, without a Goddamn word; as much as | didn't want to hear anything leave his mouth just 
then it also hurt. 

| felt someone loudly clambering to the space next to me. My body went still and tense, eyelids dropping shut. 
A hand promptly slid onto my shoulder and | twitched sharply, unable to shake the feeling of James on me, 
touching me. 


"You okay?" 


It was Cliff. Struggling, | raised my head to look behind me, also spotting Lars' small silhouette in the opening of 
the truck. With aching arms, | pushed myself up to my knees. 


"Yeah," | managed, running a hand over my face in disbelief, trying to mask the fright | was sure was present 


in my eyes. Before Cliff could realize how shaken up | was or ask me anything else, | shoved past him, avoiding 
his knowing glare. 


Cold air, as well as Lars’ puzzled gaze, hit me harshly as | hopped out from the back of the truck. My legs 
wobbled momentarily. From the corner of my eye | saw the little drummer open his mouth to speak, then 
immediately close it. He opened it again, then shut it, reminding me of a fish out of water. 

Unfortunately it didn't remain closed. 


"Did you guys fight?" he asked softly. 


"Shut up," | spat, without bothering to turn my head towards him. | knew Lars meant well, he really did, but | 


just really wasn’t in the mood for one of his nosy conversations. 


| kicked a stray pebble, sending it off into the distance with a small ‘tick’ as it met the pavement once more. | 
shoved my hands into my pockets. 


What the fuck just happened? 


Keep It Hidden 


Author's Notes: 
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Two days. Two tedious days passed, and James still wore the same empty, tight lipped expression. His 
movements around me were jagged and quick, as if he couldn't even take being in the same space as me. 
Striking blue eyes peered at me from time to time through a curtain of gold, scraggly tresses when he 
assumed | wasn't looking. Eye contact was scarce, and when it happened upon us it was a brief brushing of 
gazes; nothing more. In merely a fleeting second, | could see an emotion strongly pooling in that stare, one that 


| couldn't decipher. 
| only guessed it could be shame. 


And | knew perfectly well that Lars and Cliff were wondering what in the blue hell was wrong with the both of 


us. 

It was a dismal afternoon, our small house immersed in an odd silence. Not even the sound of Cliff's bass 
coming from the crack in his barely closed bedroom door could be heard. As | managed to open yet another 
beer, the sharpness of the noise was nearly startling. 

"Where're the others?" | asked as Lars came dragging his feet into the living room. 

"They went out" 


| drew the head of the bottle away from my lips. "Where?" 


He offered a lazy shrug of his shoulders, leaning against the edge of our tattered couch on one forearm. 


"Dunno," he mumbled. 

| mimicked his shrug, tossing back some of my drink Better off having James away from me for a little while. 
That stillness encasing the house grew, contributing to the sudden sensation of emptiness. It wasn't so often 
that Lars had absolutely nothing to say. | watched his thin fingers busy themselves with a loose thread on the 


edge of the couch, gaze cast to his socked feet. 


"Dave?" came his voice softly. He whipped his head upwards, vivid eyes of green bombarding me. | waited. 


Breathed. | knew what he wanted to ask me; the questioning and confusion plastered onto his features painted 
the picture for me. "What did you and James do?" 


Drip, drip, went the old tap in the kitchen. The furnace hummed, waiting. Although he was distanced from me, 
Lars' breathing felt near, too loud, too quick. As did mine. It is often said silence can be deafening; this struck 
me just then, suffocating me. | drank. He waited He stood patiently, eyes large, round, expectant, like a child's. 
Twenty seconds became stretched to the point that | wasn't sure how much time was spent without an 
answer. My fingers clenched unconsciously around the bottle in my hand. | hesitated to set it down, then 
deciding against it. 


"What are you talking about?" | replied with another question, feeling this ridiculous, newfound tension between 


us. 


"Don't play dumb," Lars said, accusation creeping into his tone. "You two are acting fucking weird. Cliff knows, 


and I'm sure as fuck you two know." He withdrew his hand from the couch, folding his arms across his chest. 


Out of lack of a more suitable answer, | snapped, "Why don't you mind your fucking business, then? | wouldn't 
fucking badger you if you weren't talking to James." 


"Like fuck you wouldn't!" Lars' voice began to raise, emerald in his eyes ablaze. "You'd pester me until | fell off 


the edge of the earth, you fucker." 


| exhaled heavily, knowing he was beyond right. | ran a clammy hand back through uncombed red hair, shifting 
my weight from one foot to the other for the thousandth time since Lars entered the room. 


Lars sighed, evidently impatient. "Look, | don't want to fucking interrogate you. | just want to know what's going 
on. James won't talk to me either, and you guys giving each other the silent treatment like two fucking high 
school girls isn't going to help anything." 


"Can we not talk about this?" 

"Fucking spit it out, man!" 

| slammed my bottle down against the counter, a shattering ‘clang’ resonating through the empty hallways. "We 
fucking fought, okay?" | lied, voice rising to a shout. It bounced against the walls. "Jesus Christ, man. You 


fucking happy now?" 


"Well, what the hell about?" he demanded. God, Lars could never leave things be until he squeezed every last 


bit of information out from them. 


"Look, just. The band, okay?" | answered falsely, praying that my tone was at least half convincing. | shifted my 
eyes back towards Lars, seeing that questioning and confusion from before ever present in his jade eyes. His 
hands went from his chest to his hips. He cocked his head, a stray brown lock of hair cascading onto his face. 


A smirk contorted his lips. "You fucking liar," he said, shaking his head. | heard him repeat himself as he turned 
his back to me, leaving the room. Any snarky comeback that had been built up in my mind promptly 
evaporated as | watched him go. 


Great. Now Lars was up my ass for this- and he most definitely wasn't going to let it go until he got to the 
very rock bottom of it. 


My arms went limp by my sides, and | stared blankly at the unpainted wall before me. As if on cue, the latch 
on the front door clicked and it swung open on its hinges. My gaze darted towards it and scanned over Cliff as 
he stepped into the house; James followed close behind. | turned on my heels, pointedly avoiding him, pretending 
to busy myself with something in the kitchen 


The silence that had once engulfed the house immediately withered away as their loud voices took its place. 


Prying Eyes 
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That silence again, filling the house to the brim. It reminded me too vividly of hours before. The look etched 
onto Lars' face, the suspicion lurking behind the striking green in his eyes. The way the presence of this 


quietness pressed insistently on my shoulders, weighing me down along with the words rolling off Lars’ tongue. 
| was really coming to despise the lack of noise. 


Now, a dull darkness closely accompanied it. Moonlight seeped lazily through multiple tears in battered up blinds 
covering the windows. | took a long swig on my beer- what number was | on?- and sunk deeper into the plush 
back of the couch, stretching my legs out further before me until my heels reached the obscenely cluttered 
table in the middle of the room. | shifted my half-lidded, weary eyes to the only clock we owned that wasn't 
broken, and | read 3:32 AM. 


From the hallway, the small, soft sound of nearing footsteps met my ears. | had memorized the way 
everybody walked; James’ steps were weighted, slow; Lars’ were the polar opposite- speedy, light, almost 


bouncing. These ones were regular paced, and clearly not trying to mask the fact that someone was coming. 
It had to be Cliff. 


"What are you doing?" came his voice from just behind the couch, nearly a whisper. | didn't bother with even a 
miniscule tilt of my head to look at him as he rounded our very old, worn couch. Through several thick, red 


waves that had fallen over my eyes, | spotted his bony legs and the trademark bell bottoms. 


As | often did, | merely shrugged in response. "Nothin," | added, my voice hoarse from being unused for so 


long. Reluctantly, | bent to set my now empty beer bottle on the floor. "What are you doing?" 


"Everyone's asleep," Cliff stated simply, tone bored. "Besides, even if they weren't, Lars is in a pissy mood and 
James won't fucking talk to anybody." 


Just the sound of James’ name being spoken was enough for my fingers to dig sharply into my thighs. | didn't 
want to think about him. | had been trying impossibly hard to avoid him; the way he talked, moved, the murky 
blue of his eyes, the way it brightened and danced when he laughed or had that stupid damn smile curling his 
lips. The way he had felt on me. Grabbing me. 


"So how've you been?" Cliff pierced a dagger through my thoughts, now taking a seat next to me. | watched as 


his skillful fingers began to perform their art of rolling a joint on the table before us. 


It was then that | let my gaze wander and sweep over him; his thick mop of auburn hair, the way he was long, 
lean, and moved swiftly, even the gestures if his hands. Every crease, every fold that appeared in his denim 


jacket as he'd stretch his arm. Tiny things you'd never consider stopping to notice about someone's character. 


It was a long moment before | finally got around to answering him. "Fine," | fibbed, observing as he finished 


making his joint. "Been fine." 


Cliff turned his head to look at me, tossing the reddish hair away from his shoulder with a fast twist of his 
neck. His eyes were easy and relaxed, like always, although it was evident that he could definitely tell | was 
spewing lies. Cliff extended his wrist, silently offering me the joint. | gladly snatched it from him. 


"That's good," he said, letting his body lean back against the couch. Then he asked, "Do you know what's wrong 
with James lately? He's acting really fucking strange" 


"No, | don't," | shot at him, a fluttering feeling of discomfort blooming in the base of my stomach as he 
mentioned the blond. Out of the corner of my eye, | saw his eyebrows raise ever so slightly. 


"M'sorry, | just thought you might've known." his voice emerged as a mumble, hands up in mock defeat. The 
still air surrounding us became quiet as | reached for yet another drink, downing nearly half in one go as he 


continued smoking by my side. 


| enjoyed just being around Cliff; no words, no drama He didn't expect for you to speak, and he knew exactly 


when to stop if he decided to say something. The lack of stress when in his presence really released tension. 
That's when | figured I'd fuck things up. 


"D'you like guys, Cliffe" | asked with suddenness that caused even him to jump ever so slightly. | was absolutely 
dying to know where James could have possibly gotten the absurd idea that Cliff had something for me. 


Cliff managed a soft ‘uhm’ as he cast an incredibly puzzled stare directly into my own. Something of a 
disbelieving smirk graced his face. 


"You heard me." 


For once, Cliff was at a true, honest-to-God loss for words. His expression transitioned from amused to 


stunned a comical amount if times. 


"Have you ever thought about it?" | continued, giving a slow blink of my tired eyes. My voice had 
subconsciously taken on a deeper, softer tone, barely recognizable, even to me. I'd turned on the couch, knees 


mirroring Cliff's own. 


"Dave..°" 


It was odd, seeing Cliff this way; bewildered, perplexed. flustered. Even immersed in blackness, | caught the 
darkening of the usually pale brown in his eyes, the glint present in them. 


Before | had another moment to think the situation over, | felt his cold fingers slide slowly around the back of 
my neck, inducing the smallest of shivers that twined itself with my spine. His gaze went quickly from my own 
eyes To my lips, which were slightly parted, and back again. 


My body twitched as his lips just barely grazed mine. 
| didn't know what the fuck | was getting myself into. 


It was when my breath hitched that his mouth met my own My eyelids instinctively dropped closed. | felt his 
other hand slide up lightly along my side, taking its place at my waist as he drew us closer. 


My mind was spinning far too much for me to even function properly. Cliff's lips, on mine. Soft, wet, slow; 
everything around us immediately became so insignificant, so small, diminished. It was quiet and the sound of 


us breathing was the only one | could hear. 


The kiss picked up speed, his hand now tilting my head to the side. | slid my arms around his neck, shifting 
myself closer to him. He ran his tongue along the curve of my lower lip and my heart began hammering 


relentlessly against my chest, as if it begged to be released. 


The kiss was urgent. Frantic. His tongue was battling mine, hands at my hips, coaxing me into his lap. My mind 
swam with alcohol and a torturous lust, fogging up every single part that had once been logical. The one that 
remained somewhat intelligent screamed at me to stop this. This wasn't right. But my body cried yes, and at 
that point, | began to take after instinct. 


Cliff's hips rocked against my own and | pushed back. | moaned desperately into him. Breathed with him. Moved 
with him. Every inch of my body was pressed against his, creating this wild friction, and | couldn't fucking get 
enough of it. 


| couldn't manage any words as his lips drew away from me, instead moving to my neck, kissing a messy line 
down to my collarbone. Cliff's fingers squeezed tightly at my hips, grinding us together over and over and 


over- | was losing my fucking mind. 


"Cliff." | managed, his name emerging as a strangled gasp. My arms were around his neck, clinging to him, 
holding him. | didn't want to fucking let go. His hand slid between my legs and roughly felt me up through my 
clothes, and my neck snapped back as | moaned, eyes fluttering shut. 


A noisy, unmistakable creak in the floorboards came from the hallway. The sound was incredibly elusive, but it 


rang clear to me. | froze. Cliff went still beneath me as | did As | peered over the couch, | spotted a stark 


flash of- 

Blond hair. 

My heart leapt to my throat, suffocating me. 

"Dave." Cliff protested as | slid off of him and backed away on wobbly, quivering legs. 

‘lm sorry," | panted, repeating my apology multiple times as | sloppily rushed away. Down the hallway | went, 
world twisting and blurring and confusing. | shut my bedroom door behind me, pressing my back to it, sliding 
down until | met the ground. 


He'd seen us. 


He'd been watching. 


Bitter Envy 


Author's Notes: 
CHAPTER FIVE. I\'m so happy *u* 
Ive got a buttload of stuff planned for this, and | shall try to execute these plans as often as | can. 


Whoever\'s reading this, | THANK YOU.~ 


Our chemistry had been completely electrifying, James and |. On his own, he had yet to learn of stage 
presence, of how to waltz around charismatically and force people to their feet; but the enthusiasm in his 


voice just pumped me, charged my fingers. I'd shred, he'd sing, and the crowd went fucking ballistic. 


On one particular performance, that all seemed to have drastically changed. It was a little too easy to sense 
the crippling tension between us; not just James and |, either. Cliff and |, Lars and |. Rarely did | lift my head to 
glance over at them. When | did, James was literally rooted to the ground by the microphone, more so than 
ever, his tone absolutely flat. Lifeless, uninterested. It seemed as though he didn't even understand the words 
that came tumbling out of his own mouth. Lars blatantly missed several beats; | missed multiple, painfully 
obvious notes; and James even passed some phrases. The boredom hung so thickly, so overtly in the air that 


you could have sliced through it. The lack of excitement was increasingly draining our already dampened spirits. 
Simply put, the crowd fucking loathed us. 


Wandering backstage, | realized the typical disappointment and embarrassment present in my mind after a 
disgrace of a show like that was missing. | didn't pause to ponder exactly why that was- my head was 
elsewhere. | didn't even become upset over the fact that nobody rushed to me to congratulate me; there had 


been nothing worth of praise, anyways. 


| took my time as | made my way to the back door, not bothering to step outside and let the frigid, biting air 
attack me in a freezing rush. My back was pressed against large, stacked crates as | drew a cigarette from 
my pocket that I'd fetched beforehand. | glared blankly at the wall opposite me, eyes half closed, detached from 


my surroundings as the last of the blaring sounds of amps rang in my ears. 


Blond hair. There it was again It whipped around this time, from further down the hallway, and an accusing set 
of blue eyes brushed over me. | let my head tip down. | pretended to ignore him, the sense of his presence 
quickly agitating me to no end. The next time | raised my gaze from its place on the ground, his worn, battered 


shoes came into view. My pulse went wild. 


Fingers clamped down onto the cigarette. Squeezing it. Then | let it slip from my grasp. It tumbled noiselessly, 
unlit, to the floor. 


"| saw you," James began quietly, bluntly, as he did most often- he wasn't one for many words. | faked a 


startled expression and shot it towards him, noticing that this was the first time l'd stared directly at his face 


in several days. He appeared weary, troubled, uncomfortable. 

| paused before calmly replying, "What are you talking about?" | saw him clearly avert his eyes from me 
multiple times as | spoke, wide pupils darting in every direction, clueless where to look. He briefly wrung his 
hands and sheltered his face behind his unkempt, golden mop. 

"Don't act like you don't know," came his voice, steadily this time as he straightened his spine, drew back his 
shoulders, and glowered at me. | presumed he took some sort of pride out of the fact that he stood taller 


over me. "You and.. And Cliff." 


Although | fully anticipated these words leaving his lips, my heart began speeding up even further against my 


will. "We were drunk," | covered up, barely resisting the strong urge to call him a name. 
"Of course you were." 


| ground my teeth together, jaw tightening. "Believe whatever shit you want," | said, a snarl tugging insistently 
at my lip. "lim just telling the truth, is all." 


"You always fucking lie," James’ voice cracked, words bordering on a shout. The change in tone sent a jolt 
rushing through my body and | only just managed to keep my eyes from widening. There was sadness molded 
deeply into his expression alongside a prominent fury, sending the blue in his stare ablaze. 

| wasn't about to have any of it. | wasn't about to feel bad for him. 

"| fucking lie, huh?" 


"That's what | said." 


"Yeah?" | barked, taking a sharp step away from the crates behind me. "You fucking lied to me. | fucking 


trusted you, and you went and tried to fuck around with me." 
Nothing came out of his mouth. 

"And you know what? You're not even apologizing." 

Nothing. 

"You're not even sorry. You're not even fucking sorry." 


That emotion present in his features from days ago returned. Shame. He glanced at the ground, and it was this 


shame that caused him to back down. 


"You can't just put your fucking jealousy aside, can you?" 

That face, again, up in mine, enraged. Flames danced and licked at his irises. 

"Jealousy?" 

"You heard me," | mocked, going out of my way to imitate his words from earlier. 

"Jealousy?" came the word once more, louder, more aggressive. Demanding. 

| took a swift step towards him, head tilted upwards to cast a flaming look straight at him. | felt my hands 
unconsciously curling into tight, trembling fists. The collision of our stares, sharp, striking blue against a 
smoldering hazel, was colossal. Violent. My mind screamed vociferously. 

My lips faltered. | didn't know what else | could say. 

So | foolishly turned to insults. 

"That's right, fucker. And it's making you a downright assho-" 

His hands came down on my shoulders, and with a fuming grunt he shoved me- | felt my back smash against 
the now teetering crates propped against the wall. Every single feeling from that nightmare in the back of our 
truck came flooding back to me, overwhelming me; my throat closed with fear, head spun with a dizzying sense 
of panic, the feeling of his hands on me suddenly alarming. 

| acted on which reaction struck me first. 

Before | realized what I'd done, my fist had gone sailing forward and James stood, staggering, several steps 
away from me. Blood ran in a startlingly thick, crimson stream from his mouth. My knuckles throbbed, 
taunting me over what l'd done. 

James drew his hand away from his lips, focussing on the stark red liquid coating his fingers. His eyes swirled 
with disbelief, repeatedly darting from the blood, then to me. My body was rigid, mouth open and releasing 
heavy, short breaths. | could only gape at him. 


"Fuck you," | hissed, a prominent quaver in my voice. "You made me do this. This is your fault. Fuck you." 


He didn't make any attempt to stop me as | left. swiped at my eyes with a small jerk of my forearm. My 


stomach churned, seeing James like this. 
| should have wanted to hurt him. | should have been satisfied as | drew blood. 


| shouldn't have felt sorry for him. 


| shouldn't have. 


| could not, for the life of me, understand why | did. 


Mistakes Are Made 
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"What in the fucking hell happened to you?" 


| whipped my head to the side just in time to see James stumbling through the front door, shutting it with a 
startling ‘bang’ behind him. | hastily stuck my face back into the open fridge. 


A suffocating guilt gripped my throat. 


"James, what the hell did you do?" | heard Lars ask incredulously. | directed a discreet, fleeting glance over my 


shoulder, the two of them coming into view; Lars stood before the blond, emerald eyes swimming with concern. 


Oddly enough, my heart sank as my gaze became fixed on James’ face. His bottom lip was severely busted, 
from what | could tell- his skin was dark from where the blood had once stained it, evidently not tended to 
properly. It seemed as though he hadn't even tried to fix up the wound; just swiped the thick red liquid from 
his mouth, dirtying his hands, hoping for the best. 


"Some asshole backstage," he answered passively, coolly, sliding out of his shoes and kicking them gracelessly 


against the wall. For what must have been a fraction of a second, those steely blue eyes pierced my own, then 


rapidly flitted back to Lars. 


| gawked at him. Why the fuck would he cover up for me like that? | was half expecting to be tossed out of 
the band, for fuck's sake, and he didn't even admit that his injury was completely on mel 


Leaving Lars to fawn relentlessly over James, | closed the door on the fridge and went briskly outside through 
the back of the house. The air that immediately encased me was fresh; slightly chilling when a forceful wind 
came gusting by. Another cigarette soon rested between my lips, sweeping thick smoke through my lungs and 


out again. 


Footsteps could be heard nearby and | suppressed a frustrated huff. It seemed that | never had any fucking 
time to be in my own company as of late. Judging by the sound of the movement, it was Cliff. 


Cliff it was; the tall bassist simply strolled towards me until he was arm's length away, back pressed to the 
side of the building, precisely as | was doing. As if it was some sort of routine to share a smoke between us, | 
wordlessly handed my cigarette to him, which he quickly accepted. | swear to God, some sort of electricity 


formed as his fingers brushed against mine. They lingered there a moment too long. Too obviously. 
Exhaling smoke, Cliff asked, "D'you know what happened to James?" 


| settled my weight on one foot. | transferred it to the opposite. My hands jammed themselves into my 
pockets, drawing my arms up closer to me. | was positive Cliff could sense my discomfort. He fucking sensed 


everything. 


"No," | muttered, tilting my head backwards until it met the side of the house, giving me a better view of the 
darkening sky above. | heard Cliff blow smoke out through his lips again, remaining silent. It was his way of 
letting me know that he knew perfectly well that what I'd said was a blatant lie. | didn't concern myself with 


appearing convincing. | was so fucking tired of that. 


Silence hung between us and ate away at my insides until | felt | could burst. | knew why he was out here. It 


wasn't about James. 

His expression seemed perfectly peaceful as he finished the very last of the cigarette; any other time | would 
have been a litte put off by him smoking pretty well the whole thing himself, seeing as | was often too 
aggressive for my own good, but as the dying butt fell lightly to the ground and was flattened beneath Cliff's 
boot, | didn't care in the slightest. | waited for him to speak 

He didn't. 


"l'm sorry about what happened," | blurted, jerking my neck sideways to stare at him. He glanced lazily towards 


me. "A couple nights ago, | mean." 


| watched as his eyes drifted into the distance, as if in thought. "Dave," he said, hooking his thumbs into the 


belt loops of his jeans, "why are you sorry?" 


My mouth hung open momentarily, then closed. Cliff didn't budge. "I just, |. Just. Didn't know what | was doing, 


yknow? | never. Meant to~" 

"| understand," he said flatly, as if he was speaking to a child. "Dont worry about it. | kissed you first" 
Heat overcame my face at the memory. "I know, but" 

"But what?" 

Why in the hell was this so hard? 

"We. We all fucking make mistakes, Cliff" | stuttered, speech choppy and awkward. My cheeks flushed from 


just how ridiculous | sounded. "Don't get the wrong idea, is. What l'm trying to say. | never meant to. To do any 
of it. It- it was a mistake." 


There was a tiny, barely-there flicker in his eyes as he cast them towards me. 

"You meant none of it?" he said softly, taking a step away from the house and then one more until he faced it. 
Faced me. | could've sworn | caught the faintest hint of hurt present in his otherwise masked expression "A 
mistake?" 

"cliff." 

"That's what you said. A mistake." 

Unconsciously, | sank back against the building, the cold seeping through my thin shirt. Why was he looking at 
me like this? Intrusively, with half-lidded, sparkling eyes, as he had done that night? Why did | remain rooted to 
the ground, petrified, as fingers ran delicately along the side of my face? 

| couldn't possibly begin to tell you. 

My eyes were closed as he merely traced my jawline with his long fingers, smoothly trailing down to my neck, 
circling the fading hickey that he'd left there. My breath stalled sharply in my throat. Something about the 
way his touch felt on me rendered me paralyzed, just as it had done to me before. 

His lips sweeped over mine. 

| thought of James. 

The thought pulled urgently at me. 

James. 


And | didn't fucking know why. 


| want to forget about this." | managed to whisper shakily, slipping off swiftly to the side, away from my 
place between his body and the side of the building. 


As | turned my back on him and began rushing back into the house, | couldn't bear to look back at him. To see 
what kind of expression could have possibly been displayed on his face. 


Inside, the lights were off, the living room void of people. With a clouded mind and clumsy steps, | sped down 
the hallway, past Lars' room, James' room, and burst into my own. Defeated, | collapsed onto the unmade 
sheets strewn carelessly over an old mattress, gripped the nearest pillow with both hands, and pressed it over 


my head. 


| wanted this to stop. | didn't know what the fuck was happening to me. 


Stay With Me 
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Sleep had decided to elude me that night. As soon as I'd crumbled onto my old, ragged mattress, | had decided 
to stay just where | was. The thought of merely swinging the door open was intimidating. | repeatedly ordered 
my eyes to shut, yet they insisted on remaining wide open, leading sleep further and further away. | rolled my 
body onto its side, twisting and tangling the sheets around my limbs. | felt positively restless. 


Fingers indolently toyed with stray threads unsewn from the covers. | wondered about Cliff, about James. | did 
this meaninglessly, coherent thoughts foreign to me; it was almost as if their names simply floated about my 
head, detached from any logic. 


| didn't have a clock, but | presumed it must have been around four in the morning. | lay still for hours on end, 


praying for sleep to snatch me into a serene unconsciousness. | wasn't tired in the slightest. 
| just didn't want to be able to think anymore. 


The sound of walking from somewhere in the house alerted me. Shortly, the thunking of the steps grew more 
noisy, but it sounded as if this person was attempting- and failing- at keeping their steps soft. They were 
quick, toes snapping quickly off the floor as soon as they met the wood. 


They continued approaching and came to an abrupt stop. 
Just by my door. 


There was a nearly inaudible squeak of the knob as a careful hand twisted it open. An impossibly tight tension 
began building in my shoulders, drawing them up. My hands absently grasped at each other. The door clicked as 
it was shut. 


| heard him breathing. | could imagine his lungs expanding, sinking, letting air loose through parted lips. My body 
unconsciously curled up and went completely rigid. | managed to breathe slowly, deeply, mimicking sleep- | 


figured he may lose interest if | appeared to be out cold. 


As per usual, my assumption was dead wrong. Realistically, his journey across the room took only several 
seconds- to me, it felt as though he was taking one step every hour. Pointed claws punctured my insides, 


stomach performing acrobatic flips, and | squeezed my eyes shut as tightly as they would go. 


The mattress dipped beside me. Nothing touched me, but | flinched. | was quite sure that he could hear my 
heart pounding ferociously against my ribcage. It felt as if a war drum was being hammered on right by my 
ears. 

A hand slipped onto my hip. 

My breath came to a sharp halt, catching in my throat, choking me. | wasn't sure if he heard that, too. 

A thumb slid towards my leg, then returned to the hand, almost like he'd decided against something. 

With a hoarse, cracked voice, he whispered, "Dave." 

| didn't move. It was James' hand on me. It was James resting next to me, James alone with me. He could have 
easily slid onto me, gripping my wrists and rendering me helpless, as he'd done before. But he did none of it. 


Nothing at all. He sat right by my side, hand on me. That was all. 


| heard him sigh shakily, heard fingers nervously raking through his golden hair. The sounds were enhanced by 


the air around it, which, aside from the monotonous hum of the vent, rested purely, solely quiet. 


‘lm sorry." His tone genuinely matched the words that rolled off his tongue. They were practically made up of 
blame, and it was all shot straight towards him. 


My eyelids flew open, but | dared not move a muscle. His thumb moved, rubbing over the very same patch of 


unwashed cloth over and over. 


A quick jerk of his arm had me shaken a few times, and he hissed my name. | suppose he really thought I'd 


been asleep. 


| heard you," | replied coldly, unmoving. | waited for what he was going to do, going to say; James had always 
been especially terrible with talking, so | didn't expect any intricate apology. 


| heard a sound resembling ‘uhm’ that barely left his mouth, as if he was struggling immensely with what he 
could possibly say. 


". | never meant to hurt you, Dave," he told me hesitantly. | felt his fingers beginning to dig into my hip. "I. | 
know | did. Real bad. And | really don't know how to. Apologize to you." He paused, perhaps expecting me to 
answer. 


| kept my mouth shut. 


He continued, "|. | don't know what happened to me. | didn't know what | was doing, | just. Lost control, | guess. |. 
| don't know." Every syllable was drenched with such strong humiliation, this bitter self disgust. "|. | can't take 


this anymore. Feeling like you fucking loathe me. | don't blame you for it. Its just. It's killing me. Knowing | hurt 
you." His pitch dropped on the last word, closely followed by silence. 


| didn't make a sound. | had run out of things to say. 


"And | deserve what you did to me. | fucking deserved it," James said, voice hitching near the end of the last 
sentence. "I'm such. A fucking bastard." | heard him mutter harshly beneath his breath. He withdrew his hand 


from me. 


| rolled over to face him, unravelling the sheets from my legs, and sat up, eyes at last on him. James sat with 
both long legs bent over the edge of the mattress, shoulders slouched over, and from what | could tell, had 
his hands pressed against his face. He had his back to me. 


My first instinct had been to reach my arm out to touch him, but | immediately let that idea fade out. My 
second had been to actually say something, anything, and | didn't do that, either. So | sat there, motionless, 
glaring at the back of his head. 


He started talking again, speech muffled against his fingers. "Something that night. Made me want you. The 
fact. That Cliff." James stopped, hands sliding off of his mouth. The simple mention of that name had made my 
hair stand on end. And | wasn't sure why. ". He just made me. So fucking possessive. Maybe that's why I'd 
tried to hurt you. | saw you as an object. And.. | wanted you first. It was so fucking stupid of me." 


James turned to me, heat rushing rapidly to my cheeks as his eyes met mine. | had forgotten to shut the 
blinds and found that the room was bathed in dull moonlight; it illuminated every contour of James’ body in a 
whitish glow. 

A part of me still fucking hated him, but the other found him beautiful. 


"How bad is your lip?" | finally spoke. The faint lines of his expression that | could see formed a bit of a 


surprised look. 

| brought my fingers carefully up to his mouth. When they brushed over his skin, his whole body jolted. | felt 
how swollen it was, traced where his lip had been badly split. He gaped at me with the most confusion that I'd 
ever seen present in someone's eyes. His breath was warm on my hand, each one coming almost too quickly. 

| shot my gaze directly from his mouth to his eyes, which noticably widened as | did. 

"You really did fucking hurt me," | hissed, voice breaking near the end. 


"I know. | am so fucking sorry-" 


"| forgive you," | interrupted softly, not needing to hear another apology from him, fingers still touching his lip. 


It was both painful and relieving to at last let those words out; painful, because some part of me was 


seriously damaged. Relieving, because. 
| didn't want to hate him. | should have wanted to. But | found myself suddenly caring for him far too much. 


| jumped as he brushed the stray locks away from my face; | felt mesmerized. The two fingers lingered at my 
jawline, barely brushing the skin. | resisted the urge to let my eyelids drop shut. 


| pushed away the urge to lean forward, even as he did. 
James went to kiss me. 

| turned my head. 

He caught my cheek instead. 


As | glanced back at him, his lips twitched. They formed the very tiniest of smiles. | felt my heart make a 


massive leap. 


"Night, Dave," he said gently, his piercing glare dwelling on me for a moment longer. | didn't see him. | wasn't 


even looking. | was staring at my hands. 


The dip in the mattress disappeared as he brought himself to his feet. | listened to him crossing the room 


once more. 
‘Stay with me; | wanted to say. ‘Just stay with me: 
| didn't. | said absolutely nothing. 


This time, the footsteps in the house grew fainter. 


Intrusive 
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| didn't have even the slightest idea how I'd managed to drift off into sleep that night. It was light and short- 
lived, and | awoke only an hour later. I'd sprung to my feet, aggravated, and left the covers in a heap on the 


mattress. Twisted, mangled. Just like my head felt. 


My limbs were stiff as | made my way unintentionally to the middle of the room. With careful ears, | listened 
for activity in the house. There was none. It was far too early for anybody to be up. 


| simply stood in the middle of the floor, weary eyes scanning around the poorly maintained surroundings, as if 
I'd never been in this room before in my life. Fingers scratched absently at the side of my head before twining 
back into the thick, long hair, pushing it away from my face. The red tresses simply flopped back into place and 


| gave up, letting hair partially obscure my vision 


| glanced into the mirror before me, smudged and damaged by countless grubby fingers, and noted my 
reflection | cringed. Shuffling closer, my face contorted even further into a grimace. Dark, prominent circles 
surrounded my eyes, which were strangely dull from exhaustion, and accented them in the worst way possible. 
| was white as a sheet, completely drained of colour. | looked obscenely bedraggled, almost sickly-looking, and | 


just glared blankly at myself. My eyelids decided to drop shut. Hands ran over my face, tired and pale. 


For once, | hadn't heard someone nearing. | hadn't heard the elusive sliding of my door being open, and | hadn't 


heard steps directly behind me, padding against the hardwood, then the carpet. 

| was so hopelessly out of it that | could barely hear myself breathing. 

It wasn't until | felt the back of my hair ruffle that | realized someone was breathing on it, trying to make 
their presence evident. My arms dropped back loosely to my sides. | wasn't startled as James came into view 
directly behind me. 


| didn't turn around. 


"| couldn't sleep, could you?" he asked softly, staring straight into my eyes through the mirror. | stared back. 
It took a tedious moment before it occurred to me that | was supposed to answer. 


"No," | said, voice cracked as it emerged. 


People always say that you can get ‘lost’ in somebody's eyes. | never believed it. When they were a striking 
azure, they looked at you, and only you, and when they belonged to James Hetfield, though, there was 
something fucking special about them. How eyes so warm and harmless could have been positively livid and 
torched in flames was beyond me. | remember they'd been precisely that way when I'd punched him. I'd seen 


red as those eyes stabbed into me. The way the blue had sparked made me despise him. 

But | forgot all that now. 

Skillful hands rested on my hips. | held his gaze, and he held mine. 

"Dou still hate me?" James’ voice came quietly against my ear. 

| thought about what he'd done. How he'd hit me, not caring in the slightest if | was hurt. How he'd threatened 
me, made me feel so small, weak, afraid. Hopeless. Panicked. How he'd bruised my wrists, held me down Given 
me every horrific feeling in the world all at once. 

| thought about it. 

"No," | said. 

James tilted his head forward, resting it heavily against my shoulder. | watched in the mirror as his hands 
slowly traveled towards each other, crossing. Thin arms snaked around me. He pulled me a step back. My back 
met his chest. 

It felt so wrong. 


And | did nothing. 


‘| really. Care about you, Dave." James’ grip began to tighten to the point where he clung onto me. Desperately. 
"m. I'm sorry. | really hate myself for what | did." 


"You're repeating yourself,” | stated matter-of-factly. He peered up at me from his place on my shoulder. 
James shook his head. "I know. It's all I'm able to say." His face slid from my shoulder to my neck, nuzzling the 
skin | shivered. Twitched His voice suddenly became small, adding timidly, "I have. So many things to say to 


you. I'm just not. Sure. Of how to say them." 


His breath was hot, heavy, lips pressed to the side of my neck. The kiss sent a jolt careening up my spine; | 


was sure he felt it, because the already vice-like grip of his arms squeezed me further. 


"l. | want you." James hissed, placing a kiss above my collarbone. 


| presume he took my silence and stunned expression as permission to progress further. 


Before another breath could escape me, he'd turned me swiftly around on my heels, pressing me right back 


against him. The intensity flowing steadily around the blue in his eyes had increased. 

James leaned forward. 

| jerked backwards, harshly. 

There was that grin again, twisting his lips, contorting his features. 

"You're scared," he whispered, running a finger along the side of my cheek. "You're scared, aren't you?" 
Like fuck | am, | wanted to protest. I'm not fucking scared of you. 

Those words stayed forever wedged in my throat. 

Why? 

| didn't want to lie again. 

James' lips were a hair's breadth away from mine. With this drastic lack of distance between us, | noticed 
every tiny feature, imperfection, and perfection on his face; the barely visible rings of grey circling his irises, 


the way the blue was spotted, as if paint had been thrown on and splattered against his eyes. Things I'd never 


seen, or bothered to search for, before. 

| felt a fleeting, air-light touch of his lips. 

And | turned my head 

Again. 

| didn't look back at him. 

‘Im not gonna hurt you, okay?" His tone was patient. Reassuring me. "I'm not gonna hurt you." 
| wished | could have believed him. 

Long, warm fingers turned my head back towards him. 

| didn't see him as he came closer. My eyes were shut. Tightly, clenching, 


James’ hands. His breathing, his touch, his body. | felt it. Felt him. 


James kissed me. 

It was so soft, so light, and yet so full of this desire, so strong, to the point of insanity. It paralyzed me. 

| tried pulling back James' hand went rapidly to the back of my head, winding into the unkempt hair, tugging me 
closer. The other prodded insistently at my waist as | felt him walking me back several steps. The wall greeted 


my back with a muffled ‘thump’. 


Lips sped up, mouths opening, tongues dancing. | felt drugged. Drunk off of nothing. We were sharing breaths, 


mouths moving in sync. 

James' hips pushed forward, pinning mine against the wall. Grinding. Curious hands roamed aimlessly, grabbing, 
touching. Without my brain's consent, my arms flung themselves around his neck, closing the small gap 
separating our bodies. 

I'd been overcome by heat, this insatiable need. | no longer cared if this was a massive mistake. 

He thrust against me, biting down on my lip. He may have drawn blood. 

And | moaned. 


| fucking moaned. 


With a dramatic, sharp gasp, James drew away from me. | was nearly hyperventilating, letting my clouded head 


tilt backwards against the wall. He cast his smoldering gaze towards me. 
| saw one thing. 
It was lust. This psychotic lust. 


"Do that again for me," he breathed, words oozing with passion. He ducked his head, digging his teeth into my 
neck; it was the same spot where Cliff had done precisely that to me. 


Cliff. 
My nails dug painfully into his shoulders. 
| didn't want to have anybody else in my head, tormenting me, confusing me. No one but James. 


The rhythm in his hips became faster. Frantic. Urgent. A moan emerged from me, strangled, desperate, 


mimicking the previous one, drawing a groan from deep in the back of his throat; a guttural, sexual sound. 


| stared up, directly into his eyes. They locked. His pupils were blown out, arousal swimming through the 
darkened blue. 


Lust coursed ferociously through my veins, sustaining me. 
| wanted him. 

A creak from behind us made sure that | didn't get him. 
My heart sank to the very bottom of my stomach. 
James whipped around, shocked. 

Saucer-sized, stark green eyes gaped at us. 

There, petrified in the doorway, was Lars. 

Staring at us. White as a sheet. 

He turned sharply. Without a word. 


| thought I'd seen tears in his eyes. 


Coming Undone 
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The day progressed slowly. By around noon, everybody was awake, emptily wandering the house. We had a gig 
scheduled for that night but it seemed none of us really had the spirit to do anything until then. When doing 
nothing began to relentlessly eat away at me, | asked if they wanted to practice; I'd gotten a careless shrug 

from Cliff and a half-hearted mumble from James. Lars didn't bother to show he'd heard me at all. His 


expression was so blank, lifeless, that it was concerning. | don't think I'd ever seen him so quiet in my life. 


Later in the afternoon, I'd heard the steady thrumming of Cliff's bass flowing out through the crack in his 


door. 

| knew | shouldn't have went. 

Something pulled me towards that room. | gravitated towards it and before | had the chance to plan what | 
was going to say, I'd slid the door open, just wide enough so | was able to step inside. The air smelled as if it 


was practically made of pot and everything was a miserable mess. 


Cliff hadn't glanced up at me, even as | shut the door and stood with my back lightly against it. He stayed 


hunched over his bass, concentrating, closely watching his own practiced fingers dance all over the fretboard. 
Long hair masking his face, he remarked calmly, "James, huh?" 


| was still against the door, eyes widening. | rapidly cast them down, busying myself with a string hanging off 
the hem of my shirt, occasionally peering from beneath red waves to see if he'd look at me. 


He didnt 

| cleared my throat noisily. "Did. Did Lars~" 
"Yeah," Cliff replied flatly. "Yeah, he did” 

Silence promptly smothered us beneath its weight 


The doorknob was so close to my hand, tempting it, coaxing my fingers to close around it and leave. It would 


have been so easy. So fucking easy to merely let things sit and wait. Being myself, | could never leave things 


be as they were. Maybe | was a tiny bit like Lars in that way. 

| thrust my hand into my pocket, keeping a far enough distance from the chipped handle. 

Cliff slid the thick strap of his bass off from around his shoulders and set it gently onto the bed (mattress, | 
should say- we couldn't possibly afford something so proper), and tossed his auburn mane aside with a sharp 
jerk of his head, away from his questioning face. His elbows rested on his parted knees, forearms crossing 


each other. 


| never really did ask you about that night in the truck, did 1?" he said, tone relaxed but increasingly 


demanding. 


| traced a pattern absent-mindedly on the floor with the scuffed toe of my shoe. My throat threatened to 


close; | swallowed hard. | never wanted to speak or even think about that again. 


"No," | croaked roughly, scratching the skin on my wrist until it became an irritated red. "No, | guess you 


didn't" 
| heard James' voice from somewhere in the house. 
Fingers raked back through tangled hair. 


There was an unpleasant creak in the rusted springs of the mattress as Cliff pushed himself to his feet. He 
took one step closer, still keeping space between us, feeling my uncertainty, discomfort, and staying back. 


"Wanna tell me what happened?" 
| paused before shaking my head. 
"Fuck's sake, Dave. This can't go on forever." 


| dragged my teeth over my bottom lip and bit down. The thread on my shirt now hung freely. Keeping this 


inside was torturous, slowly killing me, but | would have wanted that miles before telling anybody. 
"What the hell happened, Dave? Something's really been fucking bothering you. | want to know" 
Cautiously, | raised my head. Expectant, unamused eyes attacked mine. 

| didn't know what | was saying, 


What | was thinking. What my aim was. 


And then, in a voice that sounded nothing like mine: 
"He tried to fuck me, Cliff." 
The words trembled. They hurt. 


To this day, | didn't know how | could have possibly kept looking at him. Watched as eyebrows were drawn up, 


colour in his eyes sharpening, transitioning from startled, to shocked, to confused, and back again. 
"He. He wh-" 


"You fucking heard me," | spat. | wasn't angry at him. | was furious with myself. How I'd crumbled and come 


apart at the seams so fucking easily just sickened me. 

"And you. You didn't want it," he said softly, clearly piecing the situations fragments together. 
| felt my features twist. | glared at my feet, as if the floor would tell me exactly what to say. 
"Jesus Christ, Dave." 


"Please-" | blurted, before | was able to formulate words to accompany it properly. "Please, just. Don't. Fucking 


don't." 


"What do you mean, don't?" His expression quickly tranformed into one of rage that he didn't often wear. He 


stared at me, dark eyes livid, burning holes into me. 

| felt myself unconsciously sink back, trying to attach my body to the door and become one with it. 
Cliff sounded pissed. Disgusted. 

"How could you let him do this to you?" 

"| didn't-" 

"How could you love someone who did that to you? Are you fucking stupid?" 

My heart began pumping a flood, a rush, of anger. My mouth flew open. Nothing slipped out. 

"Are you listening to me?" 

"lim not fucking stupid!" | shot at him pathetically, his image blurring before my eyes. 


"So lying down and taking it isn't stupid, huh?" 


| gaped. 
| couldn't believe what he was saying to me. That the harsh words that bit at my ears belonged to him. 


Right then, | hated him. | hated him because he was right. He was so fucking right, and | couldn't take it. | didn't 


want to believe | was hopelessly in denial. 


| wanted to scream. | wanted to kick him, punch him until blood ran redly from my knuckles. And it wasn't 


because of him. It was me. It was always me. Come to think of it, maybe | wanted to beat myself up instead. 


"| don't love him." | said, words quivering. It sounded as though | was just trying to convince myself of the 
words blindly rolling off my Tongue. Assuring myself. Steadily, | repeated, "I don't love him." 


Cliff shook his head, emitting something of a sharp chuckle. "I think I've been hearing you lie more in the past 
few days than | ever have in my entire fucking life.” 


My mind was void of words. | hadn't realized my fingers had clenched up into impossibly tight fists by my 
sides, knuckles a deathly white, coiled back with a violent punch, not releasing it. 


Cliff took a step closer. Near enough that | could reach out and touch him. His arm stretched around me, and | 


flinched sharply. 
All he did was grip the door handle. Twist it. 
"You're making a big mistake," he warned, whispering. "I fucking hope you know that." 


Gently shoving my shoulder, pushing me away from the door, Cliff left. With a shiver-inducing squeal of its 


hinges, he was gone. 
| sunk down until the floor came up to meet my knees. 


And | closed my eyes. 


Seeing Red Again 
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It took me longer than it should have for me to claw myself out of my emotional ditch and up to my feet. | 
felt so distant as | left Cliff's room, so disconnected, tuned out- | couldn't hear anything but what he said, his 
words circling insistently around my head, careful reminders. | was so fucking spent. My limbs felt detached 


from my body, like my mind was too stuffed full to control me, and they moved aimlessly on their own. 


Next to Cliff's room lay James’ own. | passed it, steps slowing to the point where | was merely dragging my 
feet behind me as | walked. Mulling it over extensively, | decided against going in to check if he was there, the 


idea made me increasingly uneasy. 


Words came swimming down the hallway from the living room as | neared it. My senses perked up. Disjointed 
bits of what sounded like a profoundly upset voice met my ears, it cracked, hitched. It also sounded an awful 
lot like Lars. 


| knew the right thing to do would have been to ignore it, to turn and walk away; but with the words becoming 
more distinct as they tumbled towards me, they magnetized me. My fingers brushed an invisible line along the 
wall, clearly neglected by paint, as | moved forward. When did | ever do the right fucking thing, anyway? 


| was cautious with the way | set my feet down onto the floor each time | went to take a step; moving 
gingerly, warily. Having gone just far enough to let my eyes creep around the corner of where the hall 


abruptly stopped, Lars came into view. As | craned my neck, so did James. 


Lars was on the very edge of the middle of the couch. His small fingers were curled stiffly around the 
cushion's plush end, barely seated on it, as if he was ready to leap to his feet at any moment. Cheeks were 
reddened, flushed, features painted into a bitter scowl. Green eyes narrowed to slits. 


| knew that look all too well. He was about to blow a fucking gasket. 


"And you don't even fucking care?" he was hissing, trying with evident difficulty to keep quiet. Still, | strained to 


hear him as he spoke. 

James was standing directly before him, thumbs hooked loosely into his pockets. The casualness radiating off 
of him irritated me to no end, though his eyes looked incredibly aggravated. "| never said | didn't," he replied 
easily, bluntly, unmoving. His tone was dripping with impatience. | assumed they must have been arguing long 
before | began listening in. 

Lars was shaking his head vigorously, disbelieving, as if he didn't want to hear any more from him. "I fucking 
saw you," he snarled, lips curled back. Even | could feel the hurt present in his eyes."You didn't need to say 
anything.” 

Christ, it felt like | was watching a soap opera. 

Breath left James' mouth heavily, and he neared the drummer, who seemed poised to lunge towards him. 
Hands slid onto Lars' shoulders. Squeezed them. "It was nothing, Lars," he told him, slowly, clearly, as if 
instructing a delirious child. "I already said this." 

Lars bolted up from his seat, wriggling easily out of James’ light grip. His eyes shone, green doused in flames. 
"How do you expect me to fucking believe that?" he snapped coldly, directing an accusing finger into the blond's 


face. 


"| don't love him, Lars, how many fucking times do | have to say it?" James retaliated, lean arms folded across 


his chest. 
Lars snorted. "Yeah? Does that explain you being all over him? For fuck's sake, James, I'm not fucking dumb." 
‘| love you, Lars. Only you." 


"Of course you do." He gave a dramatic roll of his blazing eyes, glancing up towards the ceiling. "Don't say 
things you don't fucking mean." 


Softly, James said, "It's a power issue. | don't fucking love him." 
My eyebrows raised. 


Power issue? 


‘Oh, so now you're fucking fighting with him?" Lars demanded, tossing his hands up into the air. "Jesus fuck!" 
"Pipe down, alright? It's resolved-" 
"Resolved with you trying to go down on him, yeah, wouldn't | like to fucking know!" 


| absent-mindedly muttered a clueless ‘what the fuck’ under my breath as James pulled the tiny drummer 


against him. Calloused fingers threaded into Lars’ hair. 

"Do you still love me?" he asked. 

| felt a part of my mind go numb with realization 

He'd been with Lars all this time. 

My hands fell from the edge of the wall, sinking back to my sides. 

Lars was obviously struggling with an answer, stammering incoherently, illogically. | barely had time to see 
James bend to kiss him, to see if Lars had pulled away, before | whipped my head around, closely followed by 


my body. My head felt full of air. It spun viciously. 


Shoes collided with the floor in noisy, enraged stomps as | stormed down the hallway. | didn't care who heard 


me. | didn't fucking care. Let them know | was listening. 


My door slammed shut into its frame with a satisfying, spine-rattling ‘bang’, nearly shaking the foundations of 
the house. I'd swung it closed with all the fury | could possibly cram into my arm. 


That bastard 

That fucking bastard 

He didn't fucking care about me. He was already with Lars. He didn't give two shits about me. 

He didn't care if he hurt me. He never did 

He aimed to hurt me. 

| jerked myself around in every which way in the middle of the room, rage boiling over, bubbling over the 
brim, searching desperately for some way to release it. | didnt know what to do. Anger overcame me, as it 


often did. My breath came in short, razor-sharp bursts. 


It took every ounce of self control left in me to keep from tearing out all the hair from my head, grasping 


handfuls of it with rigid fingers; all the restraint | had to keep from shattering my mirror with a reckless 
punch. | wanted to see the broken, jagged shards rain down to the floor, distorting my reflection, ruining it. 


| tilted my head heavenwards. 

| had believed him. 

He said he was sorry. 

And | fucking ate it up. 

I'd never felt so fucking ignorant in all my life. 
‘You're making a big mistake’, Cliff said. 

Now | was beginning to understand. 


All he wanted was to humiliate me. Making himself look harmless was what he planned. Making me blindly 
forgive him was just another fucking part of his goal. 


| Won\'t Play Your Game 
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The split second I'd heard their voices in the living room simmer down, | burst animalistically through the door 
of my room. I'd been poised by its knob, breathing sharply, waiting; with one ear pressed against the cheap, 
cracked paint, hands glued to the wall, fingers splayed. The faint murmur of their speech was all my ears were 
able to percieve. Clearly hearing them wasn't my primary concern, anyways. | only anticipated the 


conversation's end. 


| didn't know how long itd been as | stood there, stubbornly rooted to the ground like an old tree that refused 
to wither and die. | didn't care, either. Fear, confusion- they weren't going to have any control over my mind. | 
was sure of it, and | repeatedly told myself this, practically seeing the words themselves forming in my head. | 
was just too tired of it all. 


As each step resonated as a dangerous thump, | sped on down the hallway, imitating precisely how I'd left just 
earlier. Enfuriated. Seething. 


Now, with full intentions. 
"You stupid son of a bitch!" | barked, barging, uninvited, into the living room. Aside from several poorly placed 
pieces of second hand furniture, and James, of course, it was completely empty. | was surprised to see Lars 


disappear so swiftly. 


James spun around rapidly towards me as | yelled, stringy blond hair following the turn of his head like a thick, 


golden curtain. 


He barely had time to think about backing away before I'd acted on pure instinct, striding straight up to him, 
pressing both hands to his chest and giving him a jarring push. He was sent reeling backwards, balance 


momentarily lost, arms flailing wildly at his sides to gain it back. | hadn't even taken a glance at his face yet. | 


didn't need to. | knew already what to expect- eyes made of lies, set into a fake, plastered expression. 
"What are you-" 


"No!" | snarled, shoving him, with merely one arm's strength this time. He wobbled slightly, then finally managed 
to be still on his feet. "You're not fucking talking this time!" 


"Wh-" 


"You fucking lied to me," | said, voice drastically dropping to a serpentine hiss. My finger was waving around 
directly in front of his face. His eyes moved with it, reminding me of a clueless dog. "And wipe that fucking look 


off your face. You know exactly what I'm talking about. You're not sorry." 


His hands were raised, palms facing me as he stepped back, warding me off. Mock innocence. That was what he 


was portraying. 
Well, I'd had just about enough of his act. 
"You think I'm real fucking stupid, don't you? You think | can't see through you?" 


All the hurt, all the turmoil, all the dread that had been at a deathly war inside me- they were all thrown into 
the words that left my mouth. | wanted him to feel it. To step into my shoes, even for just a second, to feel 
what he'd put me through. 


James stared at me. Silently screaming. 


| know what you want from me. You fucking have it out for me. You just want to make me feel like I'm worth 
shit, don't you? Its always been about that, hasn't it? For a while, anyway- |. | don't know what fucking 
happened to you." Swallowing hard, with difficulty, | added, "You were my fucking best friend” 


Simply from the way his eyes had grown round, plate-sized, | knew I'd battered down his final defense. He 
stood, helpless, in the middle of raging battlegrounds now. Defeated and exposed. We both knew it. And he knew 


now just how much he'd fucked our relationship up. 


James' arms were bent, hands clenched stiffly; it looked as if he wanted to attack me, knowing full well that he 


couldn't. Not here. 
What worried me is that he would- any other time, any other place. 
| neared him, mind blazing, running sprints, a sudden rush careening through me. Yes, | was still put off by him. 


Frightened by him. But like hell I'd ever let that show. "Power games? That's what you wanna play?" | asked, 


words twined with poison, threatening. 


| leaned forward, hands clasped behind my back, rendering me evidently free of defenses. I'd stuck my face 


straight into his only to test if he'd punch me. To tempt him. Make it too easy for him. 

His fists stayed frozen at his sides. | saw his jaw tighten, loosen, and repeat itself. 

Smirking, | sneered, "Well, | ain't playing. | quit." 

With that firmly said, | turned on my heels, as | often put an end to arguments I'd won. | didn't feel like talking 
for hours about how I'd found him out. Wasting any more energy on him was very unappealing to me. I'd never 


liked to go mindlessly rambling on; | was straight to the fucking point. And | wanted James to get that. 


| thought I'd be nearer to sorting myself out, when | still felt a lingering fear dwelling prominently in the back 


of my mind; if anything, more so than before. | wasn't quite so sure as to why. 


Perhaps it was because the spark ignited in his eyes while | spoke appeared positively deadly. As if I'd just 


provoked him even more. 

Strong fingers gripped my left shoulder, harshly jerking my body around. 

I'd been waiting for this to happen For him to crumble beneath the weight of what I'd said. 

| wanted him to. | wanted him to drown in it. 

I'd just barely seen a blue flash of his eyes, so clouded with anger that they were almost nightmarishly 
unfamiliar, before my vision went black. The very next things that had come slowly into view were the 
scratches imprinted into the floor. 

There was an uncomfortable numbness spreading through my forehead, spouting from my eye. In an 
agonizingly quick second, the numbness gave way to an exceedingly painful throbbing, which overcame my 
entire head. With each passing moment it only grew worse. 

Through the pain, | started to decipher words that were being tossed around me, thrown from every direction. 


| heard James. | heard Lars. 


"Are you fucking crazy?" was one of the only things that emerged that | was able to understand and pick out 
from the muddled speech. 


And it sounded like Cliff. 


A large hand came down on my arm, giving it the gentlest of shakes. It only amplified the pain that consumed 
my head, and | groaned softly, again when my forehead met too heavily with the ground. 


"Dave?" Cliff inquired quietly. Lars‘ and James’ shouting could be heard with ease over his voice. Cliff spoke 
close to me; so near, in fact, that a section of my hair indented with every word. | hadn't been panicking in the 


first place but having him by me was more calming than anything. 


Heavy eyelids dropped closed. And | lay there; struggling to get up, Cliff dropped to a crouch next to me, the 


background accompanied by this unpleasant drone of the others’ yelling. 


| said | wasn't playing. Now, it seemed, he was just going to try harder to get at me. James wouldn't let this 
go. 


If Only You Knew 
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With one leg propped up onto the table set in the middle of the room, | held a bag of ice carefully against my 
face. | hadn't wanted it, oh no; Cliff had, insisting he didn't want my eye swelling to the point where it shut, 
obscuring my vision After multiple miserable attempts at having a conversation with me, he'd retreated to his 
room, and | could once more hear the typical background noise of his bass. | heard this so often that it'd 
nearly become a part of the house itself. Lars had remained skulking around the kitchen for a while until he, 


too, went off to busy himself with something of his own. 
James, of course, had left. 


Seeing as | was teetering precariously on the verge of blacking out after he'd hit me, slipping in and out of 
consciousness, fearing | wouldn't be able to claw myself back out, I'd barely noticed anything happening around 
me. All| had felt were Cliffs arms hooked firmly under my own as he attempted to pull me to my feet. James 
was screaming so thunderously, however, and Lars as well, that I'd caught only a couple of things out of their 


rabid quarreling. 


"Fuck you, l'm not staying here!" James had shouted, sounding just about ready to rise to the ceiling. The 
second thing I'd heard was Lars urgently trying, and evidently failing, to calm him down. 


Come to think of it, there were three. There had been a crushing slam of the front door, leaving the air 
behind ringing with this sickening finality that seemed to fall on everybody in the room. 


Breath left my mouth in a prolonged huff. | pressed the ice to my eye, cold seeping through the undamaged 
skin it happened to touch around it. Had it been any more outrageously violent, his fist would have knocked me 


totally out cold. This seemed to be what he was aiming for as he'd taken that powerful swing. 


Want pulled with such insistence at me that agitation closely accompanied it; | needed a drink, anything to numb 
this fucking pain coursing through me. Emotionally, physically. Ice simply wasn't doing it for me, it seemed. My 
head, which still throbbed obscenely, snatched away my ability to get up. I'd tried earlier. If it hadn't been for 
Cliff | probably would've knocked myself out. 


| hissed a harsh ‘fuck’, sharply sucking a breath through my teeth as | attempted shifting positions. Quickly, 
that idea had faded off, proven useless, and | sunk back into the dirty cushions behind me. 


"Need anything?" said Lars, suddenness shooting a jolt through my tired body. If | had had more energy, the 
thought of saying something probably would have crossed my mind. He rounded the couch so he could look at 
me. So | could look at him. Reddened, watery eyes told me all too clearly that he'd been crying. Seemed as 
though he'd just finished, in fact. | really couldn't help but feel absolutely terrible for him. 


"A drink," | replied thickly, bluntly. Lars padded wordlessly to the kitchen and left me alone with my mind for 
about a fraction of a second before returning. Beer can in hand, he opened it for me without asking me if he 
should and thrust it towards my outstretched hand. It burned, but so fucking sweetly, running as a river down 


my throat. 


Lars stood awkwardly, intentional, but uncertain all the same. "How's the eye?" he asked simply, glancing up at 


me with an expression he couldn't mask. It was hurt. When Lars was upset, I'd always been able to tell. 
"Like shit," | muttered with the faintest of grins, watching absently as he took my drink from my fingers and 
set it on the disorganized table before us. He examined it with a brief swipe of his eyes, as if he actually 


posessed some sort of interest in cleaning it up. 


Lars timidly took a seat next to me, still distanced. l'm absolutely positive that this was the most silent he has 


ever been. 


"What about you?" | inquired, wincing as | pushed the ice too hard against my injury, regretting it soon 
after."How you holdin’ up?" 


After a minute or so of playing with his own hands, he raised his head every so slightly, emerald orbs meeting 
my own. IT was short. He cast them away, to the floor. 


"Doesn't matter," Lars answered emptily, repeatedly twining and disconnecting his little fingers. He sounded 


reluctant to speak. 


‘lm sorry he screamed at you like that," | said, straightening my back in a poor attempt to sit up properly. 
Lars' head twitched in a way that told me he wanted to look over but had decided against it. 


He shook his head, chestnut hair flying all around. "It's not a big deal.’ 

"Why's it not a big deal?" 

Lars fell quiet, fingers nervously raking back through unkempt tresses. He clearly hadn't been expecting me to 
ask. | bet James didn't do that too often "Cause nothing's wrong. We yelled, is all. tll be okay when he comes 


back." 


It sounded more like Lars was hopelessly telling himself this, convincing himself. Reminded me of myself, in a 


way. 


"When's he even coming back?" 
"He never said," the drummer snapped, managing on his very last nerves now. 


| paused before remarking, "He's being an asshole lately, y'know. I'd be pissed if | were you. Hell, I'm me, and l'm 


pissed." 


‘I'm so fucking tired of being angry with him," Lars sighed heavily, running his hands slowly from his forehead 
to his chin. He tucked his skinny legs up beneath him, crossing them. "I mean, | still-" 


"Love him," | cut in, finishing for him. There were those eyes again, green intensifying as he gaped. "| saw you 
two as well. I'm not that fucking clueless." 


". You stay away from him," Lars told me, sounding suddenly defensive. It sounded strange and forced, 
unnatural, as if he thought he should say it. With difficulty, | twisted my head towards him, lips a thin, white 
line. 

If only he knew. 


"You think lm gonna steal him from you, is that it?" 


Lars scowled, and | couldn't help but find it amusing. "I fucking saw you two," he retorted, voice hardening. "Tell 
me, why in the fuck wouldn't | be suspicious?" 


My fingers tightened stiffly around the bag of ice. 


"You have every right to be," | began. Softly, | added, "AIl I'm saying is. He made me. Do some shit | didn't want 
to do." 


"Didn't look that way when | fucking walked in" 

"You think I'm bullshitting you, then?" 

Lars’ features contorted, appearing startled. 

"You. You didn't" 

"Look, Lars, all lm telling you is that you're sleeping with a real bastard” 
| could see the conflict present in his face. Battling relentlessly. 


Lars knew. He most certainly knew. 


He simply chose not to believe it. 

Just how I'd been. 

'I love him, Dave" The words were strained, squeezed out through clenched teeth. 

"And | know you do. And he probably loves you too, in his way. | just think you deserve somebody who won't 
cross the line with a friend while still with you. That's just fucking inconsiderate. You deserve somebody better 


than that." 


Lars' hands refrained from fidgeting and he directed a questioning stare towards me. He was silent for a few 


moments, seemingly mulling over what I'd said. 
". Are you coming onto me?" he demanded. 
Coming onto him? 

| suppose I'd worded something wrong. 


Something built in my throat and escalated extremely fast, bursting through parted lips in what began as a 
giggle- it was a laugh. | laughed for the first time in what felt like a long fucking time. 


"No, kid," | chuckled, shaking my head; gently, as to not worsen my headache. "No, l'm just here to tell you that 
you shouldn't put up with that shit." 


He remained seated next to me on our old, decrepit couch for several long minutes; he then rose slowly to his 
feet, seeming to have made a decision. He didn't say bye, not a single ‘see you later uttered. | began to think 
that he really had something against me now, what with it appearing that I'd snatched James from him, when 
really the situation differed quite a fucking bit. Again, Lars was the closest to a total mute that I'd ever seen 
| watched him go. 


As my head fell back to the cushion propped beneath it, that laugh began to feel increasingly far away. 


Life Line 
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An hour of wallowing in silence after Lars left the room had passed. The TV. was the only thing around to keep 
me company. It droned on monotonously about God knows what- the machine was so old that what was shown 
on its screen was barely even visible. The volume was permanently stuck on a level nearing mute because, as 
I've been told, | began kicking it while in the midst of a drunken episode. Much to our attempts at fixing it, it 


wound up remaining this way. 


| awoke some time after I'd begun sleeping- with a clock missing, | wasn't sure when I'd even fallen asleep, let 
alone when I'd stirred. An impossibly sharp pain shot through my eye almost immediately, contorting my face 
into a tight grimace. Squeezing both eyes shut only made it much worse. 


Curses spewing from my mouth, | curled my fingers around the edge of the couch, pushing myself to my feet 
with quivering arms. As | stood, it suddenly appeared as if someone had taken the world in both hands and 
jerked it sideways. | wobbled, arms swinging wildly, and bent over the table in front of me for balance. Blood 
started rushing back into my head after a few moments of blotchy vision My surroundings were bathed in 


darkness, anyways. 
My gaze drifted unconsciously towards the front door. Seeing as James’ shoes weren't strewn carelessly 
across the floor, as they typically were, | knew he was still gone. | scratched the side of my head and trudged 


wearily across the room. 


The kitchen was empty as | entered it. | didn't bother searching in the blackness for where the light switch 
could have possibly been Initially, I'd wandered in without intentions, but as | spotted the fridge | thought that, 
hey, another drink certainly wouldn't hurt. Each lazy step | took sent a white hot, painful throb into my head, 
seeping into every single part of it, and soon | wondered if I'd be found passed out on the floor in the morning. 
| gave a gentle tug and opened the fridge, failing to dodge the door as | smacked it against my own forehead. 
"Ow, fuck!" | barked. 

"Need any help there?" 

| froze, still bent over at the waist, head stuck in the fridge. 


"No," | muttered, flustered, forgetting the drink and shutting the door too forcefully. | heard Cliff laughing 


softly from just behind me. 

| spun around to see him propped nonchalantly against one side of the door's frame, thumbs hooked into the 
pockets of his jeans. A clearly worn Misfits shirt- the only thing he seemed to want to wear as of late- hung 
loosely on his thin body, hair draped effortlessly over both shoulders. He appeared exactly as he normally 


would. 


"What's so fucking funny?" | demanded, feigning a look of disapproval. Cliff shook his head, dark eyes cast to the 


floor before shooting them directly towards me again 
"How's the eye?" he asked, pointedly shoving my question aside. My shoulders raised into a small shrug. 
‘Shitty, right now," | replied, stepping backwards until my back met the counter's edge. 


Cliff nodded, silently letting me know that he'd acknowledged what I'd said. | heard his next breath; it left him 
heavily, roughly. | toyed absent-mindedly with my hands. 


Silence between Cliff and | had never felt awkward because he was so nonthreatening and easy about 
everything. If you had nothing in your arsenal of words to say, you could simply sit around and not have this 


worrisome prodding in the back of your mind screaming at you that something needed to be said. 


"We rescheduled our gig for tomorrow," Cliff stated, tone in his voice making it obvious that he was avoiding 


what he'd really come here for. "You're too battered up to play and. Well, James took off." 

| emptily muttered an ‘okay’, bare arms folding themselves over my chest, and | found my eyes roaming to 
the front door yet again Anticipation crept up along my spine with pointed, poking fingers. Any moment and 
he'd be barging through that damn door, my mind told me. Any second. 


"You've been listening, | see." 


| jerked my head to the side, unaware of the deer-in-the-headlights look molded onto my face. "What?" | said, 
blinking rapidly. 


Cliff shook his head- something he seemed to do often- and his lips spread into a smile. His fingers slipped out 
of his pockets and hung loosely by his sides. 


Eyes darkening, features dropping, he said, "You can't still love him, right?" 


Although | was expecting the question, | found my heart drilling harshly into my chest. This time, | was sure. 
My voice was steady. 


"Right," | answered. 


After that, words didn't leave his mouth. The way his eyes pierced my own from across the room wavered 
not. Cliff drew himself away from the door frame, and, with long strides, moved across the room. Towards me. 
| watched his figure through one good eye, the other providing a useless slit of vision as it was nearly swollen 


shut. 


His hands were swift. Fingers slid along my face, frigid and icy against my burning skin. His body had my own 
pressed against the edge of the counter, edge jutting sharply into the small of my back. 


| couldn't see his face. It was much too dark. | was only able to pick out the simple contours of his head, 


directly before mine, from the scarce beams of moonlight dripping through the holes in the blinds. 

He waited, stared. Perhaps he was expecting some sort of protest from me. 

That never happened. 

So he kissed me. 

It couldn't have differed more from the last. Our first had been so clumsy, uncertain, lacking in feeling. 
This felt as if it had every single goddamn shred of passion inside of him. 


It was pure fucking magic, the way Cliff's lips just connected with mine; softly, then madly. It was. Right, and 
somehow, among all of the dizziness fogging up my already useless mind and the way | suddenly clung to him 
like a life line, something within me changed, never to be reversed. This new feeling could be dwelled upon later, 
because, for now, as my fingers dug into his arms and his hands roamed my body wildly, | was content to feel 
his breath come and go with mine. 


Cliff went no further. He pulled away slowly, eyes remaining closed. | let my head sink down, burrowing myself 
into the crook of his neck, and he let me. Small bundles of that ratty Misfits shirt were clenched tightly in my 
fists as | panted sharply against his chest. I'd forgotten about my headache, but it returned, agonizing this 
time. Long arms enveloped me, holding me, and | guessed he sensed my sudden pain. As l've said before, he can 


fucking sense everything. 


My hands had never left his arms, and | squeezed them until | was sure I'd cut off his circulation My grip 
was tight because | still wasn't sure if this was truly real or not, if my mind was playing cruel games with me. 


If | was really still asleep on that couch in the living room. 


Cliff titted my head upwards and away from his neck, drawing far enough away to be able to lock gazes with 


me. His stare was alight but serious. 


"Dave." he began quietly, pitch dropping and trailing off into nothing as my name finished rolling off his tongue. 
"| don't want to do this with you. If it means nothing to you.” 


"Cliff" 
Seriously, Dave, I'm not looking to play around with this." 


"It means so fucking much to me." | choked out shakily, before | was able to think about what | was going to 


say. | averted my gaze momentarily from his. 


| felt Cliffs hands slip away from my cheeks as | stopped speaking. I'd never seen this sort of seriousness 


swirling around in his eyes. 

He paused before asking, "And you. You mean that?" 

| wouldn't say it if | didnt.” 

Cliff pulled me against him again. This time, he clung to me, arms constricting me, forcing the air from my 
lungs. | didn't mind. The tiny muscles that hold eyelids up grew too tired, too weary, to keep them open. | 


smushed my face against his shoulder, drew in a deep breath, and let myself sink into him. 


Wherever we were headed now was of no importance in my mind. | was just satisfied in the mere fact that we 


were here right now, together. 


Broken 
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James had returned the following morning- free of any explanations, of course. Lars had been the first to see 
him, perched carefully on the edge of our couch, as if he wasn't supposed to be there. Lars had scampered 
off to my room to wake me. | stirred, frustrated to no end, and felt small fingers digging with urgency into my 


shoulder, his round, emerald eyes peering expectantly into my own 


"James is here," he'd whispered, softly. | was unable to tell if Lars was frightened of him or relieved that he 
hadn't gone somewhere and been hurt, coming back mangled and bloody. I'd done that countless times before, 


and it scared him shitless. 


James uttered nothing as | walked in, not one measly word, and remained equally mute as Cliff came along a 
while later. He was rooted to that fucking couch, lips sealed in a thin, colourless line, hands clasped tightly in his 
lap. He didn't tell us where he'd been and he sure as hell didn't open his mouth about why he'd come crawling 
back. Lars tip-toed indecisively around him the whole morning, lips repeatedly parting to say something, then 
closing upon finding himself to be just as speechless as James. Me, | certainly kept my distance; it took every 
shred of control within me to keep myself composed, under wraps. Merely feeling the nearness of his presence 


irked me. 
| simply pretended he wasn't there. 


The only form of communication from him had been a curt nod of his head when asked by Cliff if he was still 
playing our gig with us that night. 


And what a fucking gig it was- I'll go on record here and say that it was the most horrific show we'd ever 
played After a fucking train wreck of a set, I'd rid myself of my guitar and stormed wordlessly off the stage, 
a thick roar of boos following me closely the entire way, mocking me. My eyes remained fixated on my own 


feet, which in turn quickly carried me backstage. 


There was a tangled web of lines drawn between each and every one of us- besides Cliff and |, at this point- 
and things were much too fucked up behind the scenes for us to possibly be anywhere near synchronized 
while we performed. We used to effortlessly feel the music together; it just fucking coursed through our 


veins, and we didn't need to remind each other that we all played as one. 


Enraged, | landed a violent kick on one of the smaller crates nearby, biting back a curse as | stubbed my toes. 
Once again that urge to yank handfuls of red curls from my head creeped its way into my mind. 


This was too much. It was one thing to fuck with me, to torment me, but when you fucked with the future of 


our entire band. That was where | drew down the final fucking line. 
It was all | had, all we had. This band. And | wasn't about to stand around and let it crash down in flames. 


Now | was just wandering aimlessly, unintentionally, lost in the echo of my own footfalls resonating in the 
emptiness around me. | raked rigid fingers back through tangled hair for the thousandth time since I'd escaped 
the stage. | forced my hands into the tight pockets of my jeans. The area leading outside drew nearer with 
each brisk step | took. That's where | was headed- away from this, into the biting air. 


In all brutal honesty, | had absolutely no idea what | was going to do about James. | didn't know whether | would 
simply ignore him for the rest of my life- which would, of course, make more colossal issues within itself- or 
pull him aside to talk. Did he even deserve to speak with me, | wondered? Would he even bother answering to 
anything I'd say? | didn't even know what I'd fucking tell him in the first place. It was him who needed to cough 
up apologies. It was him that had to fucking sort himself out, explain himself. All | could ask of him was what 
on earth had happened to him to make him act like this. To do this to me, to Lars. None of us had even the 
slightest clue and | didn't think that he would expect any of us to figure it out. 


Instantaneously, my train of thought veered off its rails and burnt down as fire ate it up. 


Aside from his very last step, | hadn't heard him. I'd heard nothing at all And yet, I'd been almost expecting 
this. 


Hands. 
They were strong, rough, fingernails jagged and scraping skin 
And from behind me, they clamped down around my throat: 


"Fucking hell-" Instinctively, my own hands flew up to the grip on my neck, trying in hopeless desperation to 
pry it away. My eyes burst open. Anger went ablaze in my mind. | was fucking livid. | wasn't going down without 
a fucking fight. Not this time. | jerked my body forwards, hoping to perhaps flip this person over my back and 
onto the floor. "Motherfuck-" 


Instead, | found my own knees had met the ground, sending a sharp burst of pain up through each leg. Those 
fingers seemed to be pressed harder into my throat, constricting it, and | coughed, gasping sharply. | wasn't 
sure if my windpipe had shut from this obscene panic that had come over me, or the suffocating grip around 
it. Ragged, hot breaths met my hair, the side of my face. | grunted, frantically thrashing every part of me, 


mouth hanging open as | tried in vain to suck in as much air as possible. | wanted to say something, anything, 


but that was an impossibility, seeing as | couldn't even breathe in the first place. My hands closed around his 
wrists, tugging, but to no avail. Harshly, he pulled at me, snapping my head backwards. 


Then came the tell-tale signs; the simple image of the backstage area, with its unpainted walls and disorganized 
crates stacked sloppily along them, became hazy and blurred around the edges. The world appeared as if black 
paint was seeping slowly inwards, aiming to consume it. Pain drifted off someplace else, taking along with it 
every other feeling present in me. The swinging of my arms slowed until | felt them hanging as dead weights 
at my sides. 


What the fuck was happening to me? 


‘Sshh, was hissed calmly against my ear. It would have induced a shiver, had | not been steadily drifting on the 


frigid path towards unconsciousness. 
Fingers, drained of strength, raised to wrench at his arms one last time. My breath hitched. 


My mind was going fucking ballistic, screaming at me to BREATHE, BREATHE and yet everything else within me 


told it To calm down. ‘It's alright, it coaxed. ‘It doesn't hurt anymore: 
Words were whispered against my cheek. | didn't hear them. | was too far gone. 


The final feeling that flashed weakly through me was fear; this blinding, paralyzing fear that had every part of 
me frozen up, to the bone. Then it evaporated off with the rest of what had been left in me. 


| remembered my forehead meeting the floor. That was all, before darkness had at last managed to beckon me 


into its arms and shroud me in it. 
| knew what was happening. 
| knew who it was. 


It seemed as though it was about time he finished exactly what he had started. 


"You woke up.” The remark came quietly, directly behind me- directly against the back of my head. Not as a 
question, a demand- simply a statement. The voice was cold. Empty. Even as | came to- when, where, | wasn't 
sure- | found my vision to be engulfed in blackness, nothingness, and for a fleeting moment | honestly 
wondered if | had gone blind | found one side of my face pressed roughly to the floor, a forearm across my 


shoulders; as | tried to move them, the arm pushed me further down. Collarbones scraped concrete. 


| panicked. 


"Huh. What-" 


"Don't say a fucking thing." There it was again, that voice, its tone glacial as it entered my ears. My 


deliriousness began to fade and soon | discovered exactly what was happening. 

| failed to move myself up as | felt a body above my own It pushed me back down to the ground. Pressed 
against me. | shuddered. There was a leg on one side of me, the other between my own. One hand slid towards 
one of mine, grasping it tightly, grinding the bones together, holding it down to the cold ground. 


"Don't move." James' voice was something of a growl, hot and loud against my ear. 


At this point, this all felt like a nightmare. This sick, disgusting reverie. The fingernails like daggers in my wrist, 


the knee prodding my legs open. Not knowing where | was. It wasn't real. Of course it wasn't. 
| had a million questions- where he'd taken me, why he was doing this. 
"Get off me, fucker!" | spat, panic gripping my throat. The familiarity of all of this was sickening. Nauseating. 


My temper sparked and caught fire. With all the energy | was able to muster, | reached one free arm back, 
swinging madly, hitting only air. | felt him jerking above me, dodging my hand. 


One knee came down in the middle of my back, forcing the air from my lungs. It hurt to cough. | was too 


caught up in struggling to connect this with the fact that I'd been nearly choked to death. 


"Jesus Christ, man, what the fuck?" | said, words emerging through chapped lips as harsh rasps. | rounded my 


back, trying to get to my knees. 
James pushed me back to the floor, rendering me winded for the second time. 


Cliff's not fucking here this time," James said, words drenched in venom. He squeezed my hand until | felt he 


might snap the bones. "Nobody is. They all left." 
Terror, this soul-shaking terror, widened my eyes. Twisted my insides until they felt all tangled up. 


"You're fucking crazy." | laughed disbelievingly, fighting to keep the hysteria from leaking into my voice. He 
released my hand and balled up a wad of my hair in his fingers, smashing my skull against the floor, then 
jerked it backwards. | kept quiet, sinking my teeth into my lip until | was positive | split it- | wasn't going to 
scream. | wasn't going to give him that fucking satisfaction 


‘Its always him that gets you," he began, his whisper chilling. "He gets all of you. He always did. | just stand 
around, watching him chase you. And you fucking pretend that you.. Don't. Know." He punctuated the last two 
words by beating my head to the ground, then drawing it back up with a sharp pull. Agony consumed me from 
the neck up. 


"Stop," | gasped, tasting the coppery tang of blood on my tongue. | clenched my eyelids so tightly that colours 
began bursting behind them. "You. Don't know what you're fucking doing-" 


"| said don't fucking say anything!" he threatened coldly. His voice cracked. James sounded so. Upset. Even | 
began to feel his self-control slipping fast through his fingers as he desperately tried to grasp it all back. 


Then came my forehead's final collision with the floor. He unthreaded his long fingers from my hair, letting it 
go, skull making a dull ‘thunk’ noise as it dropped to the concrete. | couldn't recall ever having a pain this strong 
throbbing in my temples. The very same feeling from before began to surface, the black closing in around the 


world, eyelids fluttering. Except this time, the pain intensified. 


| honestly didn't know what hurt more- the fact that my head was resting in a small pool of my own blood, or 
that James was simply doing all this to me. 


| couldn't believe it had taken me all this time to notice that my pants were in a crumpled heap beside me. My 
shirt, too. Everything. | was fucking stripped of everything- pride, dignity, all discarded and scrunched into a 
ball. | think | was at the point where | realized this was going to happen, that fate had turned out this way and 
trying to fight would have me end up in a worse state by the end of this. It fucking hurt beyond anything I'd 


ever felt to accept something like this. It hurt me as a man, as a person This was so fucking demeaning. 


His teeth found my earlobe and clamped down on it. A noise formed in my throat and slipped from bloodied lips 
against my will, it was soft, nearly inaudible. But he heard it. It made him righteous, urged him on. 


Every fucking part of him was on me. | felt him, felt his breathing, felt his heart beating against my back. | 
felt so fucking smothered it was as if he was attached to me. 


| want you, | want this." he was saying breathily, lips running in a slow line along the side of my face. "And 


Cliff can't fucking take that away from me." 
Did he think | wanted this? Did he think | fucking liked this? 


His clothes joined my own and bare skin met bare skin. | sobbed. | fucking broke. Even as my stupid fucking 
bravado screeched at me to be a man, | found everything crumbling to pieces around me, within me. My 
stomach flipped and then sunk, throat closing for good- that was his dick on me, that was his dick pressing 


against me, against my ass, dear God- 


He buried his face into my neck, and | thought | heard something about ‘mine, fucking mine’, but | couldn't be 
sure. | was trembling, shaking against him, and | couldn't even try to stop it. | wanted nothing more than for 
someone to walk in, anybody- Cliff, Lars, a fan, some fucking weirdo wandering backstage, | didn't care. | didn't 


care anymore. I'd been pushed to the furthest end of humiliation. Nothing could beat this. 


‘What are you doing to me? | wanted so desperately to ask 


It was rough, quick, the movement. Anything but swift. Careless. 
My breath caught in my throat. 


A sweaty hand slapped over my mouth just as | screamed. Muffled it until it emerged as nothing but an 
agonized little cry. He'd forced himself in me. 


In an instant | felt myself tearing from the inside, could feel the warmth of the blood trickling slowly down the 
backs of my legs. 


| squeezed my eyes shut, trying in cold desperation to think of something else, anything else, to take me away 


from here. 

This was so disgusting. 

As he moved with me, one arm keeping my hips off the ground, the other forcing my lips closed, | couldn't 
keep my thoughts from reminding me that this was James. James above me, James in me, James breathing all 
over my neck. 

Honestly, | didn't even know if this was James anymore. 

He was panting raggedly in my ear. Hips sped up to the point of thrusting animalistically and he began mumbling 
incoherently, moaning, rattling my body repeatedly. The concrete ripped at the skin of my knees, the heels of 
my palms. 

He was saying my name. Whispering it. 

It wasn't long before | felt his body go rigid against me, felt his teeth sink into the side of my neck. He 
trembled for a moment. Fingernails dug sharply into the side of my cheek, where he was still gripping my 
mouth. And he came. | knew it was over. | was shaking but | knew he'd had enough. Even in the semi darkness | 


could tell blood was everywhere and so | knew he'd done what he'd come for. 


We lay there, him in me, fist still over my mouth. | was unmoving. | could feel his ribs expanding and then 


falling against my back as he struggled to catch his breath. 

He pulled out of me, drew away from me, and | heard him rise to his feet. He didn't say anything. It was as if 
he was simply done using something, a fucking object. He jabbed me in the side with his foot. Maybe he 
thought | was dead. | curled up into a ball. 


May as well have been. 


| could hear James feeling around for his clothes. He was still silent. 


| knew he was far from it, but | wished with all my might that a part of him would come to his senses and 


feel sorry. That he'd feel any fucking shred of decency and feel sorry. 

Sorry for this. Leaving me like this, motionless and quivering like a fucking girl. | was crying. | hated crying. | 
fucking despised it more than anything. And yet tears ran steadily, quietly down my dirtied face. | didn't bother 
swiping any of them away. 


| ran a finger through some blood on the floor. A little of it was beginning to dry. 


All there was to hear just then was James dressing. And the way my breathing shook in short, hitching gasps. 
But of course, only | could hear that. 


"Jesus fucking Christ." 

A voice, some lovely, life-saving voice, dear God, came from behind me. | had lost the will to turn around and 
look, but | heard a violent scuffle beginning between them. | cried softly, clenching my fists until the knuckles 
were a ghastly white. | wanted him hurt. | wanted someone to hurt him. 

Before long, a hand squeezed my arm. Shook it. Urgently. 


"Dave," somebody hissed, "get up. C'mon" 


| couldn't. | just couldn't. My mind went absolutely numb. Numb and lifeless from everything. Faded out. Black 


Can\‘t Recognize Myself 
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"Dave? Dave, c'mon, man, don't fucking scare me." 


The very first thing | felt, before even deciding to slide my eyes open, was a frantic grip on my shoulder. 
Trying to jostle me awake. 


Even as my skin prickled at the sensation of breath against it, this voice felt so far away. Nearly otherwordly. 
Like someone was calling to me from the next universe over. For a fleeting moment, everything felt surreal. 
Painless, and almost too dreamlike; the world had slowed to a close stop, waiting patiently for me to come 
around. It was as if | was trapped in one part of my mind and the rest of me hadn't stirred just yet. You know 
that feeling of when you only just begin to wake and everything around you is this one dark void of absolutely 
nothing? And all the worries that had tormented you as you tried so desperately to fall asleep are gone? That 
feeling of merely existing, of being wherever it is you are, but having no significance? No thoughts, no sense? 
Just taking up space? The sensation of being locked outside your body and watching yourself, floating around 
your head and absently wondering why you're just. There? 


This is how my world felt just then. 


My eyes pleaded for me to open them. | was reluctant. Too afraid of what they might have been masking. Too 


comfortable being wrapped up in my own numbness to come down. 
It was brief, this second. Intinct won over and | cast a delirious glance above me. 


As Cliff's drastically blurred face came into view in a hazy image of distorted colours, | felt myself hurtling 


down towards earth again. 
And it all came flooding back. All the fucking agony. 
Hands around my neck, holding me down, 


That voice. 


Everything within me was standing bolt upright now, all the hairs on the back of my neck at attention 

A crippling pain encased the base of my spine and shot up. It nearly overtook the rest of the aches that began 
worsening in every part of me and | managed a weak noise that sounded something like a cross between a 
cough and a whimper. A strong urge to shake Cliff's grip from my arm came across me suddenly. 


| didn't. | tried, but there wasn't even a trace of energy left in me. 


"Dave? Fuck, Dave, how.. How d'you feel?" Cliff asked quickly, words almost jumbled. I'd never heard his voice 
like this. He was typically so composed, cool. 


| finally managed to shake his hand from me. | regretted it, there was a sharp twinge sent up my neck as | 
moved. My face contracted into a grimace as | winced and | discovered that my eye hurt a whole lot worse 
than it had the day before. Not to mention my head throbbed so hard all over that it felt as if it was fucking 
detached from my neck. | wished it was. 

My surroundings at last came into focus. 

| was in a bed. It wasn't mine. The room wasn't mine, either. Even with a lamp directly by my side, it was stil 
poorly lit. There was a pungent smell of cigarettes, pot, and God knows what else had been spilled onto the bed 
sheets. 

A countless number of questions formed in my head all at once. 

". Where. The fuck.2" 

Fuck, was. Was this my voice? Did that strangled, timid rasp of a voice belong to me? 

"We're just, |. | had to take you away from there," Cliff said, going to touch my arm once more. | jerked back- 
again, cursing myself for it- and he gave up, laying his hand back on his leg. He sat next to me, on the bed's 
edge. "And | didn't want to take you back to our place. | would've asked, of course, but. You just sort of. Went 
still. | shook you and you just didn't answer me. | guess he. He hit your head around pretty good, huh? | guess 
you just sorta passed out from it. From all of it." 

| clenched my eyes shut, then deciding against it as it intensified the agonizing pulse in my head. 


| could hear him again 


‘And you fucking pretend that you. Don't. Know, he said. ‘I said don't fucking say anything! he said. Venomously. 
All accompanied by beating the ground with my skull. 


A shudder crawled its way up my back. 


It hurt my throat but | tried my luck at speaking again. 
"Wh. Where the fuck-" 


"Honestly, |. Im not so sure," Cliff cut me off; hesitantly, as if he expected me to lash out at him. | would have 
if | had the strength. He was just used to being careful, | suppose. "I kinda. Just fucking rented out the first 
place that seemed the least sketchy.” 


Judging by our surroundings, | wondered how in the world anything could be any less classy than this. 

"It took pretty well all the money | haa, but. | scraped it all up to manage enough," he continued, avoiding any 
move to touch me. "It's not for long, anyways. | just figured, tonight." his tone lowered about a notch, "you 
probably don't want him near you." 

‘Him’. Cliff was dancing lightly around his name, as if it were forsaken to say. 

Beneath the sheets, | shifted. Only slightly. My body felt like one gigantic mass of pain 

Cliff's dark eyes were pooling with such strong worry, concern. It reminded me of a parent, to be honest. He 
looked disoriented, tired, features pale and stressed | came to a conclusion that he must have carried me all 
the way here. 

Well, did | feel like some worthless fucking damsel in distress, or what? 

"You probably want a shower, huh?" he asked. "It'll make you feel better." He was leaning over to help me but | 
shook my head, somehow rising into a sitting position without killing myself. Cliff slid off the bed, standing close 
in case | did happen to fall and knock myself out for the second time. 

It was beyond hell as | managed to stand, and a razor-sharp burst of agony bit at my back, inducing a gasped 
‘fuck’ from my mouth. | found my knees buckling for a moment. | waved Cliffs hands away irritably, vision 
blurring; | hated being so fucking helpless, like a fucking child Come to think of it, | fucking hated it more than 


anything. | didn't want his help but knowing | needed it just fucking ate away at me. 


"Do you. Want me to check anything?" he asked gingerly. When | didn't answer, he commented, "I think you're. | 
think you're really hurt" 


As if | didn't fucking know already. 
| shook my head. Slowly, as if it threatened to fall off. 
Cliff followed me but remained silent as | hobbled like a little old lady across the room to what | figured must 


have been the bathroom door, what with its peeling yellow paint and multiple peculiar stains. He opened it for 


me, turning on the light. 


As | caught my reflection in the grubby, smudged mirror on my left, | didn't know whether to start laughing 
hysterically or break down into a puddle of tears. | was guessing something more along the lines of the latter. 


Positively lifeless eyes stared back at me; dark, colourless eyes that | denied to be my own | could only open 
one. The other was swollen to nothing more than an ugly purple welt. My lip was split, but | figured that | had 
probably done that to myself to keep quiet. My face was a fucking bloody canvas. Unrecognizable. My dead 
gaze drifted lower, where | would begin to make out the individual pressure points of his fingertips on my 
throat- a bruised butterfly of James’ two thumbs interlocking in the back and his fingers fluttering out and 
around my neck. The collision of my head against concrete came to mind, each repetition cutting off, tighter 
and tighter, the airflow to my brain. There was one bruise on my collarbone that contrasted starkly with my 
skin 


Fingers tightened into weak fists. | felt that hot sensation of tears teasing the backs of my eyes. 
| looked fucking sick 


My shirt- which had been ripped to tatters- covered the rest of what the mirror shot back at me, so | didn't 
bother to look at the rest of myself. | didn't know if | even wanted to. 


Behind me, Cliff finished adjusting the shower's water. "Want me to help you?" he offered thoughtfully, but | 
only shook my head, rapidly averting my weary eyes from my disgusting reflection. He looked like he wanted to 
protest but, again, knowing me, he backed off. "I'll be at the door, if you fall or something," he said, taking one 


more careful, worried look over me before slipping out of the bathroom. 


It didn't take too long to strip. My clothes were already torn for me. After a prolonged struggle of stepping 
into the shower, | finally managed to get in without my legs deciding to give out beneath me. 


For the longest time, | merely stood there, scorching water raining down on me, stinging some cuts that still 
failed to close. | didn't move. | watched emptily as reddened water pooled at the bottom of the grimy drain 
before sinking into it and disappearing. Despite the too- hot water, | was shivering. | was shivering like fuck, 
trembling until | had to plant an unsteady hand on the cold tiles before me. Feeling the need to rid myself of 
him, the feel of him, the smell of him, | took a washcloth and lathered it up with soap | found sitting on the 
tub's edge. It was almost empty. | scrubbed hard with the rough towel, under a tap so hot my skin had 
already turned beet red. The last thing | did was put the towel over my face and with both hands rubbed it 
back and forth over and over again until the cuts and their blood turned the small white towel pink. | merely 


stared at it, then set it down next to the now empty soap bottle. 
| still fucking shook. 
No matter how hard | tried to wash it off of me, | realized I'd never be rid of him. Of James. 


| stood still under the now cooling shower of water for a little while longer. Fingers quivering, | reached forward 


to turn it off. 


With difficulty, | stepped out onto the floor again, frigid tiles sending a rush of cold through me starting from 
the bottoms of my feet. | didn't look at my reflection again 


It wasn't me, anyways. 

This wasn't fucking happening. 

Just as I'd slung a towel around my shoulders, the door's crusty knob turned. 

Cliff opened his mouth to say something. | looked up. Caught his eyes. 

And | felt my mental walls caving in for what | hoped would be the final time. There was absolutely no point in 
trying anymore. A harsh sob wracked my entire body and | ducked my head, squeezing my eyes shut, wishing 
for all this to just fucking stop. My head spun torturously. 

| felt Cliff pull me against him. | would have fought that, under regular circumstances. But | didn't. | let those 
long arms snake around me, let those skilled fingers slide into my hair. He was speaking to me, soothingly, but | 
couldn't hear a thing. 

And | cried. 

| just fucking cried. 


| was so fucking disgusted with myself. 


| had begun to realize that | was now on the other side of something he could not understand. | didn't 


understand it myself. 


Cliff said something else that registered as inaudible to me and drew away, taking me by the arm and leading 
me out from the bathroom. He shut the light as he did, but | didn't bother to notice. | was still in near 
hysterics. 


| wanted to scream at him to let go of me. | didn't want anybody touching me. My mind just went sprinting 
back to the way James' hands had felt. And | didn't want anybody fucking helping me. | was already so sick of 
it, feeling like | couldn't take care of myself. | had always felt so up front and in charge in my life. 


That's how it was supposed to be. | was supposed to be a man. It wasn't supposed to be like this. 


James was supposed to be my best friend, and all of us were supposed to be one, as the biggest fucking band 


in history. 


On top of the fucking world. 
| felt Cliff lay me down onto one of the beds, thrusting a shirt into my hands. It wasn't my own. It was 
reasonably clean and all in one piece. | didn't bother asking him where he'd gotten it. Wordlessly, | slipped it over 


my head, feeling the prominent ache in my neck again. 


| lay my head down. The pillow was dirty. It smelled worse than I'd remembered from earlier. | clung to it 


tightly anyways, rubbing my face over it, smearing tears onto the material. 


It didn't occur to me that it was strange how | didn't even care that | had absolutely no idea where the fuck | 


was or how I'd gotten there. 
A miniscule ‘click’ resonated as Cliff switched off the only light in the room. Moonlight seeped calmly through 
the single window, free of blinds or curtains. There was a dip in the mattress as he lay next to me. Tension 


drew my shoulders up. He put a hand on one, squeezing it. 


He could've asked me anything. How it had happened. How it felt. When | wanted to leave. If he should tell Lars. 
If | wanted to quit the band. 


But no more questions came from his mouth. 


‘I'm so sorry," Cliff whispered, so softly | could barely pick it out from the dull hum of the vent- or whatever 
in the room happened to be humming. 


| wanted to say something back | couldn't. There was nothing | really could say, | suppose. 
Cliff kept his distance. | guess he figured | was jittery. 

| wished my mind would've told me to accept him coming closer. | did want him close. 

But it felt as if there was only one touch I'd ever feel again 


Cliff kept a hand pressed between my shoulder blades. He didn't say anything else. 


Take Me Away From Here 
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Smoke woke me up the next morning. It crawled into my head, shrouded my brain, and failed to alarm overused 
panic sensors. At first the smell got amplified to an irrational extent and | immediately assumed everything 
around us was burning down. For some reason, that didn't seem to worry me too much. As everything that 
hadn't been killed inside me stirred and came to life, the intensity lowered. Slits formed between my eyelids, and 
| came to the realization that Cliff had just been smoking a hell of a lot of cigarettes right next to me. He was 
perched heavily on the edge of what looked like an old dresser. It was close enough to the bed that he could 
stretch his gangly legs out and rest his heels on the mattress. He was wearing the same pair of jeans from 
the night before. The same worn shirt, the same scuffed boots. 


For the longest time, | emptily watched the tip of the cigarette rise to his chapped lips, watched them close 
around it, and watched his ribs expand beneath his shirt as he inhaled a load of smoke. Every small motion was 


slow and sloppy to me. Even the way his clothes creased with his movement was happening at a snail's pace. 


Cliff's auburn curtain of hair fell to his other shoulder as he cocked his head towards me, smoke billowing in 
weak clouds from his mouth. Sadness swirled around his irises, darkening his eyes. | knew he didn't really want 


to feel sympathy for me, but being empathetic would have been impossible. 
He couldn't have known how | felt. And he knew that, too. 


"How're you feeling?" he asked quietly, voice cracked from being unused. | don't think he was expecting an 
answer. He knew he wasn't going to get one. Even if | had tried to give him any sort of reply | don't think it 


would've made sense at all, to him and even to me. 


The most miserable rays of sunshine leaked half-heartedly through the smears of grime in the window to my 
left. The sheets enveloping me were starchy and irritating and the room still smelled and looked atrocious, but | 


didn't know where else there was to go. 


As if sensing my most recent thought, Cliff pulled his cigarette from his mouth, letting his arm hang down 
lifelessly by his side. "When d'you wanna leave?" he asked me another question | moved for the first time 


since waking up and | turned my head sideways. Even this sent a sharp jolt of pain through my neck. The 
floppy corners of the pillowcase crumpled in my fists as | tightened them, | was so fucking tired of everything 
hurting like this. 


"Where're we going?" | replied with another question, the words frustrated and strained. The scrape on my 


collarbone burned like hell as it ground against the stiff mattress. 


| could practically hear the shrug of Cliff's shoulders, the way the denim of his jacket crinkled. "I guess we 


don't have much of a choice, huh?" 

"You wanna go back, then?" 

Cliff fell silent for a moment, and the shrieking sounds of tires screeching like mad outside took over. 
"Well, |. | mean. Y'know, the band." 

"You mean. What's gonna happen?" 


Cliff shook his head, gaze dropping all the way to the carpeted ground"Yeah. Where. Where do we go from 


here?" 


To be honest, | was just as clueless as him, if not more, about the fate of the four of us. | couldn't have 
possibly told him what our path was now. Every aspect was fucked. | just knew that being with James, 


breathing the same fucking air as James, was not possible. 


| can't. | can't be with him. You know that," my words were hovering barely above a whisper, but they were 


angry; like glass teetering precariously on the edge, poised to turn into a shattered scream. 
‘Lars'll never get rid of James. He fucking loves him, man-" 


"So he's gonna fucking kick me out, huh? Even after what that stupid fucker did to him- to me, if he fucking 
cares- he's still gonna fucking cling onto him?" | had aimed for a shout but near the end it morphed into more 
of a sob, and | felt every part of myself melt into the mattress beneath me. "Fuck! Jesus. Fuck!" | used my 
forearms to curl the edges of my pillow up around my head, wailing into it. Through frantic breaths cluttering 
my ears | heard Cliff's boots collide softly with the ground and | felt the mattress dip a bit. 


" Dave-" 


"Don't touch me," | barked, lashing one arm out at him backwards and missing. | flipped over, twisting the 
sheets around me in the process, and Cliff stood awkwardly by the bed as | fought through all the aches and 
sat up. | spotted my clothes hanging off of the corner of the bedpost and reached for them, groaning as 


flames licked at all the muscles in my shoulder. 


" Dave-" 


"We're going back," | said coldly, stepping through the legs of my jeans. That was painful, too. "You wanna go 
back, so we're fucking going back" 


"| never said | wanted to." 


"Yeah, well, just. Fuck. There's nothing else we can fucking do, is there?" | reached under the bed and found my 
shoes, stomping my feet into them and leaving the shredded laces unattended to. Everything.. Just smelled like 


James. 
Felt like him. Felt like his hands, his.. 


A harsh shudder gripped my spine and | began having a toned down version of a full-blown panic attack. | ran 
my hands over my face once, twice, grazing the cuts, the bruises, pulse drowning out the already scarce noise 


around me. 
"I think we should probably see if there's a clinic around first, or something-" 


"No," | denied shakily, red clumps of hair clenched tight in my fingers. | released them, and they fell back into 
place, tangled and static. | pushed my hands against my knees to get me to my feet. "No. | don't. Need any 
fucking help." 


"But you're-" 


"I know I'm fucking hurt!" | snapped, and | suddenly felt terrible for yelling this much. And at him, no less. | was 
about a foot away from him and, trying to push aside the shame that engulfed my brain, | cast my eyes 
straight into his own for the first time in a while. He didn't look offended in the slightest- he had to be used 
to me being like this, anyway. He just looked so fucking concerned. Like a sudden, slight gust of wind would have 
me crumbling to tiny pieces. | couldn't fucking stand it. His gaze softened as he looked at me and | came to the 


realization that | probably looked like a downright trainwreck. 


Cliff took a swift step forward until we were close enough for him to wrap his arms around me and pull me 
against him. | froze, right down to the bone, and the strongest urge was screaming at me to pull away from 
him. If | wasn't so fucking exhausted, | probably would have. But he was holding me up. | tried my hardest to 
block out the dominant feeling of James’ touch and focus on Cliff; this wasn't James, James wasn't even here. | 


let my head be a dead weight on his shoulder and exhaled. 


A slight tilt of my head and his lips brushed mine. Pressed. A jolt was sent through my body and | gripped his 
shoulders, whether to keep him there or push him away, it was unclear. Rough fingers cupped the back of my 
neck, other arm holding me still. His lips were dry and tasted like smoke but it was lovely nonetheless. It was 
more as if to tell me everything was going to be okay. | didn't believe this for a second, but | accepted the 
comfort despite that. | clung to him, desperately, with all the strength | had left; this was taking me away 


someplace else, making me feel weightless, and | wanted to stay there, wanted a way to wipe my mind clean 


and blank and rid myself of all the pain. To forget everything. 
But | knew that was fucking impossible. 


To my disappointment, he slowly drew away. “Let's go, okay? I'll talk to Lars, we'll figure some shit out” His 
thumb ran along my cheek lightly for a moment before he turned around, reaching to the unpainted dresser 
for his pack of cigarettes, then for the door. Still drunk from the kiss, | wobbled after him, wincing with pretty 


well each step. 


Cliff could tell me anything he wanted. | knew we wouldn't figure anything out and | knew it would be hell when 
we got back. 


